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ALLING  LEAVES  remind  one  that 
colder  weather  is  coming.     Your  feet 

should  be  protected  against  the  change  as 

well  as  your  body. 

We  have  here  some  excellent  new  styles 

designed  for  Fall  and  Winter  wear. 


SHOES 
For  Young  Women 


JONES,  { 


SHOES 
For  Young  Men 

Just    Around    the    Corner 


Granite  St. 


Quincy 


C.  M.  PRICE  &  CO. 


WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 


StmutfottittetB 


WASHINGTON  SQUARE 
WEYMOUTH.   MASSACHUSETTS 


Telephone  MO 


Quincy,  Mass. 


CHRISTMAS 

We  take  great  pleasure  in  sending  our  message  of  thanks  to  the  young 
men  of  the  Quincy  High  School  who  have  been  our  patrons.  We  also 
wish  to  announce  our  opening  of  a  most  up-to-date  store  carrying  a 
complete  stock  of  Clothing,  Hats  and  Furnishings. 

Every  Young  Man  should  make  it  his  business  to  visit  this  New  Wide-Awake  Store 

TALB0T-QU1NCY  Inc.,  1387  Hancock  St. 

Dry  Cleansing  &  Pressing 

Men's  Suits  $1.00 

Ladies'  Plain  Suits  $2.00 
Sport  Coats  $1.50 

It's  a  thorough  cleans- 
ing process  without  the 
use  of  water. 


AW'S  ajjjQwSsp  *l| 


CLEANSERS 


WARSHAW'S 


DYERS 


Founded  1892 


Main   Office   and   Works: 
2  PROJECTA  RD.,  EAST  MILTON 
Call    Milton    1907 

GLOVE  CLEANSING  DEPARTMENT 


Quincy  Office: 
1503  HANCOCK  ST. 
Call  Quincy  2551-W 


Kincaide  Theatre 


We  carry  a  complete  line  of  First 
Quality  Groceries,  Meats,  Canned 
Goods,  Etc. 

Courteous  Reliable  Clerks 
Auto  Delivery  Service 

(ADAMS  MARKET  1980 
(SO.  QUINCY  MARKET  I  17 

FOY'S 

2  STORES 


PHONE 


Matinee  Daily 
at  2.30  P.  M. 

Same   Program   as   in    the 
Evening 

Changed  Monday  and  Thursday 

2  Hour  Show  for  10c 

Evenings  at  7.45  10c,  15c,   25c 

REGULAR  ORCHESTRA 


Patronize  the  GOLDEN-ROD  and  our  advertisers 
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Editorials 

The  Golden-Rod  extends  its  heartiest 
wishes  to  all  for  a  Merry  Christmas  and  a 
happy,  prosperous  New  Year. 


November  saw  the  end  of  the  football 
season,  one  of  the  most  successful  that  our 
team  has  ever  undergone.  Seven  triumphs 
— the  victory  over  our  rival  Brockton  in- 
cluded— out  of  eight  games  is  certainly  an 
achievement  to  be  proud  of.  Moreover,  in 
the  seven  games  that  Quincy  won,  her  op- 
ponents failed  to  score.  This  adds  savor  to 
the  victories.  Once  more,  also,  Mr.  Mansur 
and  Mr.  French  "produced  the  goods"  and 
as  coaches  added  another  successful  year  to 
the  long  string  that  they  have  already  ex- 
perienced. 


Have  you  noticed  the  large  number  of 
advertisements  in  the  Goldex-Rod  this  year? 
Do  you  know  what  these  advertisements 
mean  ?  They  mean  that  business  men  be- 
lieve in  the  Goldex-Rod.  Are  you  going  to 
show  them  that  it  pays  to  advertise  in  our 
school  paper?  Why  not  mention  the 
Goldex-Rod  when  you  patronize  an  adver- 
tizer?  It  helps  him;  it  helps  us.  Try  it 
and  watch  the  results. 


With  the  end  of  ten  school  weeks  came 
reports.  To  some  of  us  the  report  meant 
joy  and  satisfaction ;  it  brought  the  feeling 
that  we  had  accomplished  something.  To 
others  of  us  the  report  meant  nothing  but 
discouragement  and  despair ;  it  placed  be- 
fore us  that  staring,  aggravating  word — 
failure.  Let  us  on  whom  Fortune  smiled 
renew  our  resolutions  to  retain  our  good 
standing.  Let  those  of  us  who  have  cause 
for  sorrow,  make  new  and  worthier  resolu- 
tions. But  above  all,  whether  our  marks 
brought  us  gladness  or  unhappiness,  let's 
not  quit. 


Once  more  we  ring  out  the  old  and  ring 
in  the  new.  Seniors,  to  us  the  new  year  has 
vast  importance.  Upon  these  last  months  a 
lot  depends.  They  shall  decide  whether  we 
shall  reach  the  goal  of  our  ambition — 
graduation.  The  banquet  and  reception — 
the  last  social  events  in  which  we  partake 
as  a  class — now  loom  in  the  distance.  Let 
us  make  them  both  a  success  so  that  in  fu- 
ture years  we  may  look  back  upon  them 
with  thoughts  fond  and  tender. 


By  the  way,  the  school  calendar  makes  an 
attractive  and  useful  Christmas  gift.  If  you 
are  looking  for  an  inexpensive  sensible  pres- 
ent, a  school  calendar  is  just  the  thing. 
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Shadow's  Christmas 


As  "Shadow"  Wallace  sat  in  the  big  bay 
window  of  his  dormitory  room  looking  out 
across  the  campus,  he  could  not  help  feeling 
that  Christmas  had  its  joys  and  glooms. 
His  face  was  shadowed  by  an  expression  of 
intense  sadness  (hence  he  had  accpjired  his 
nickname)  as  he  silently  watched  the  crys- 
tal snow  flakes  whirling  and  flitting  through 
the  frosty  air  of  a  December  day. 

It  was  Christmas  recess  at  Oakdale. 
Every  one  was  busy  departing  from  the 
school.  Many,  whose  homes  were  very 
distant,  went  to  spend  the  gay  holiday  with 
some  friend  who  lived  nearer  the  school. 
Shadow  couldn't  go  home  because  he  lived 
in  Michigan  and  he  couldn't  visit  anybody 
as  he  had  made  no  intimate  friends.  In  the 
hurried  preparations  no  one  thought  of  him 
any  way,  though  he  admitted  the  fellows 
were  a  good-natured  crowd. 

While  he  sat  thus,  he  watched  the  fel- 
lows in  groups  making  for  the  station. 

"There  goes  'Tubby'  Maxwell  with  Dick 
Harding,"  he  murmured,  emitting  a  deep 
sigh,  as  those  two  raced  across  the  campus, 
trying  to  catch  up  with  some  classmates 
ahead.  Tubby  was  a  poor  second  as  was 
customary.  Dick  lived  in  the  outskirts  of 
the  city  about  two  miles  from  the  school. 

Disgusted,  Shadow  turned  away  from  the 
window  and  stared  at  the  open  fire-place. 
He  had  always  considered  his  room  cozy 
and  home-like  but  now  it  seemed  just  the 
opposite.  He  built  up  a  small  fire — more 
for  conventionality's  sake  than  the  warmth 
derived — and  soon  had  a  cheerful  blaze,  the 
wood  crackling  merrily  as  the  flames  leaped 
up  the  grim,  gaping  chimney.  He  tried  to 
read  but  gave  up  in  despair,  being  unable  to 
concentrate  his  mind  upon  anything  but 
gloomy  thoughts. 

Presently  he  took  his  hat  and  coat  and 
went  out  over  the  campus.  From  there  he 
directed  his  course  into  the  heart  of  the  city 
and   was   soon   lost   in   the   jostling   crowd. 


Here  he  spent  the  afternoon  wandering 
about  the  stores  and  looking  in  the  fantas- 
tically decorated  windows.  As  it  grew 
dark,  the  snow  clouds  deepened  and  the 
laughing  holiday  swarm,  all  burdened  with 
Christmas  gifts,  all  gay  and  joyous  with  the 
spirit  of  the  season,  grew  thinner.  The  snow 
began  to  fall  in  big  crystaline  flakes  whirl- 
ing and  twirling  against  the  veils  of  women 
and  on  the  shoulders  of  men. 

Wearily  he  retraced  his  steps  to  his  room. 
As  he  ascended  the  stairs,  the  walls  echoed 
with  the  tread  of  his  heavy,  leaden  walk. 
It  was  now  dark  and,  entering  the  room,  he 
fumbled  around  for  the  electric  bulb.  Sud- 
denly he  was  seized  from  behind  and  thrown 
heavily  to  the  floor.  Despite  his  strenous 
efforts,  his  captor  was  soon  sitting  on  his 
chest.  The  light  was  turned  on.  Shadow 
could  hardly  believe  his  eyes.  Tubby  Max- 
well was  sitting  on  his  chest,  his  chubby 
countenance  beaming  with  delight,  while 
Dick  Harding  stood  by  laughing  at  the  hu- 
mor of  the  situation. 

"Get  off  my  anatomy  you — ,  you — ," 
gasped  Shadow,  and  with  a  mighty  turn  he 
sent  Tubby  sprawding. 

As  he  arose,  a  cheerful  sight  met  his  eyes. 
Over  the  study  table  was  spread  a  snow- 
white  linen  cloth,  on  which  was  set  a  "feast" 
of  fancy  dishes  according  to  Tubby's  defini- 
tion. Tubby  and  Dick  chuckled  inwardly  as 
they  watched  the  astonishment  in  Shadow's 
eyes. 

"What —  what  does  this  mean?"  he  man- 
aged to  stutter. 

"It  means,"  Dick  explained,  "we  have 
come  to  spend  Christmas  Eve  with  you.  As 
we  crossed  the  campus  we  noticed  your  sad 
form  as  limp  as  a  dish-rag  in  the  window. 
It  reminded  us — so  we  planned  this  little 
surprise." 

"Take  the  chair  of  honor,"  said  Tubby, 
making  a  sweeping  bow,  almost  losing  his 
balance  as  a  result. 
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After  the  meal,  in  which  Tubby  played  a 
conspicuous  part,  they  sat  around  the  fire- 
place, which  was  now  heaped  with  logs. 
The  usual  student  bantering  followed,  and 
the  evening  sped  unnoticed  way  into  the  wee 
hours.  Tubby  started  to  sing  "My  bonnie 
lies  over  the  ocean"  but  kind  hands  and  a 
handy  pillow  put  an  end  to  the  agony. 


The  last  thing  Shadow  heard  was  the 
voice  of  Dick  as  he  shoved  Tubby  down  the 
stairs.  "Now,  don't  forget  to  come  over 
early  tomorrow  morning.  Tubby  will  be 
there." 

R.  C.  Johnson,  '17. 


School  in  Two  Thousand  A.  D. 


In  the  year  of  our  Lord  1916  Ralph 
Brooks,  George  Jackson  and  myself,  three 
students  of  the  Quincy  High  School  were 
shivering  with  cold  in  the  late  autumn  night 
while  waiting  for  Professor  Pulpwodtree- 
manflis,  the  scientist,  at  the  base  of  the 
watering  trough.  This  watering  trough 
was  built  of  huge  granite  blocks  in  the 
shape  of  a  circle,  which  was  divided  into 
halves,  one  side  for  horses  and  the  other  for 
travellers.  The  trough  was  situated  in  the 
centre  of  Quincy  Square  just  opposite  the 
City  Hall.  ' 

"Here  comes  the  Professor,"  spoke  up 
George,  just  as  the  clock  struck  midnight. 
We  all  looked  up  the  street  and,  sure 
enough,  the  Professor  was  crossing  the 
street  in  the  direction  of  the  watering 
trough.  After  exchanging  greetings,  I 
reached  out  and  pushed  the  secret  spring 
which  caused  a  huge  block  of  granite  to 
swing  inward. 

After  taking  a  quick  glance  around  in 
order  to  see  if  we  were  being  observed  the 
Professor  stooped  down  and  entered  the 
trough  on  his  hands  and  knees.  He  was 
quickly  followed  by  Ralph  and  George  and 
later  by  myself,  after  I  had  taken  the  pre- 
caution to  make  sure  that  we  were  still  un- 
observed. As  soon  as  I  had  shut  the  secret 
door  George  switched  on  the  electric  light, 
for  Ave  had  previously  equipped  the  secret 
apartments  with  electric  lights  which  were 


run  on  storage  batteries,  while  Ralph  pulled 
up  the  trap-door. 

We  all  let  ourselves  down  into  the  apart- 
ments by  a  rope  ladder.  The  apartment 
which  we  now  entered  was  handsomely  fur- 
nished, but  we  did  not  stop  here  as  was  our 
custom,  but  merely  tossed  our  coats  on  the 
chairs  and  lounges  as  we  passed  through  in 
our  shirt  sleeves  ready  for  the  serious  task 
we  had  before  us.  We  had  a  very  short 
period  of  time  in  which  to  complete  our  job, 
for  my  companions  would  have  to  depart 
before  morning. 

The  apartment  which  we  had  entered  was 
the  laboratory  in  which  we  had  spent  most 
of  our  time  and  it  was  probably  as  complete 
a  laboratory  in  its  line  as  could  be  found 
anywhere.  We  had  made  innumerable  ex- 
periments here,  namely  on  cats  and  rabbits. 
From  these  experiments  we  had  discovered 
that  after  putting  them  to  sleep  with  chlor- 
oform and  sealing  them  in  an  air  tight  glass 
case  with  five  grams  of  solidified  air  they 
would  sleep  and  live  eight  months,  and  if 
awakened  by  a  thrill  of  electricity  passing 
through  their  bodies  they  would  be  in  just 
as  good  condition  as  they  were  before  being 
put  to  sleep. 

In  order  to  obtain  this  solidified  air  we 
had  invented  and  made  a  compressor  which 
was  able  to  compress  air  into  a  solid.  We 
had  also  discovered  by  the  most  accurate 
figuring  known,  how   many   grams   of   this 


6 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


solidified  air  it  would  take  for  a  man  to 
sleep  and  live  for  eighty-four  years  or  to 
2000  A.  D. 

We  had  assembled  at  our  apartments  on 
that  first  day  of  November,  1916,  to  put  me 
to  sleep  for  eighty-four  years.  We  immedi- 
ately got  to  work  for  we  had  much  to  do  al- 
though we  had  prepared  everything  possible 
the  day  before. 

I  was  not  able  to  assist  in  these  prepara- 
tions for  my  mind  refused  to  follow  the  Pro- 
fessor's instructions  but  insisted  upon  turn- 
ing to  school  affairs.  How  I  did  hate  to  miss 
Latin  for  the  eighty-four  years  to  come ! 
Would  the  school  turn  out  a  winning  foot- 
ball team  next  year?  Would  the  freshmen 
be  as  bright  and  green  as  ever?  How  would 
the  teachers  feel  when  they  discovered  that 
I  was  no  more? 

I  was  still  in  the  midst  of  my  thoughts 
when  I  was  interrupted  by  Ralph  saying 
that  everything  was  ready.  I  stepped  into 
the  glass  case  and  was  strapped  in  by 
my  friends  just  as  the  clock  struck  two. 
After  saying  good-by  to  my  chums  and  giv- 
ing them  a  large  packet  of  farewell  letters 
to  distribute  to  my  friends  I  was  put  to 
sleep  and  the  cover  of  the  case  was  sealed 
down  air  tight.  My  friends  had  promised  to 
make  sure  that  the  automatic  releaser  and 
electric  thriller  were  in  working  order  and — 
I  was  with  nothing  between  me  and  2000 
A.  D.  but  the  solidified  air  and  eighty-four 
years. 

%  *  *  ^c  * 

I  awoke  on  the  tenth  of  December,  2001 
A.  D.,  due  to  a  little  slip  in  our  figuring 
which  almost  proved  fatal  to  me.  The  re- 
leaser and  electric  thriller  had  worked  like 
a  charm  and  our  experiment  was  a  success. 
I  was  as  weak  as  a  piece  of  cloth,  my  clothes 
were  in  rags  and  I  had  a  beard  that  would 
have  made  Rip  Van  Winkle  jealous.  But 
my  friends  had  provided  for  all.  I  dressed, 
heated  the  canned  beef  broth,  which  was 
eighty-live  years  old,  ate,  shaved,  opened 
the  doors  and  stepped  out  into  the  sunlight. 


Thoughts  of  the  last  time  that  I  stood 
there  came  leaping  into  my  mind.  Then  I 
raised  my  head  and  beheld  the  amazing 
transformation  of  the  modest  old  city,  for 
the  once  quiet  city  was  a  hustling,  busy 
thoroughfare  and,  as  I  looked  a  little  longer, 
I  observed  that  the  sidewalks  moved  instead 
of  the  people,  thus  doing  away  with  the 
noisy  street  cars,  that  the  majority  of  the 
buildings  were  of  glass,  that  the  roads  were 
built  of  rubber  and  that  the  heavy  ponder- 
ous motor  vehicles  moved  quietly  up  and 
down  the  street. 

I  walked  over  to  the  nearest  sidewalk  or 
conveyer  as  they  were  now  called  and 
stepped  on.  After  inquiring  the  way  to  the 
High  School  I  found  that  I  wras  on  the  right 
conveyer.  As  I  approached  the  school  I  be- 
held a  magnificent  glass  building.  I  climbed 
the  long  flight  of  stairs  because  the  porter 
whose  business  it  was  to  operate  the  mov- 
ing stairs  was  having  a  quiet  restful  snooze. 
After  being  conveyed  along  the  different 
halls,  I  entered  a  room  whose  door  was 
numbered  twenty-four,  half  expecting  to 
hear  the  pupils  discussing  how  Ariovistus 
sent  ambassadors  to  Caesar.  I  listened,  a 
pupil  was  reciting  upon  the  great  German- 
American  war  in  which  the  United  States 
had  wiped  Germany  from  the  face  of  the 
map. 

A  pupil  arose,  looked  at  the  teacher,  the 
teacher  nodded,  pushed  a  button  and  I  was 
given  the  bouncer  by  some  kind  of  a  me- 
chanical contrivance  which  seemed  to  rise 
out  of  the  floor  and  which  had  the  force 
of  a  fourteen-inch  gun.  I  soon  learned  that 
the  message  had  been  conveyed  from  his 
brain  to  the  teacher's  by  the  teacher's  look- 
ing at  him  and  reading  his  message  from  his 
mind  the  minute  that  it  had  formed  there. 
This  was  called  Mental  Telepathy. 

I  was  treated  the  same  in  each  room  that 
I  entered,  probably  because  of  my  ancient 
aspect,  but  I  managed  to  learn  a  little  some- 
thing each  time  before  receiving  the  bounce. 
In   one    room    I    learned   how   they   passed 
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notes  without  the  teacher  seeing  them. 
This  was  done  by  smearing  the  note  with 
some  kind  of  powder  which  made  it  invisible 
and  giving  it  a  flip  to  the  friend.  This  was 
called  the  Invisible  Flip.  Unlike  the  meth- 
ods of  whispering  in  my  former  school  days, 
all  that  the  pupils  had  to  do  now  when  they 
wanted  to  whisper  was  to  look  at  each  other 
and  their  thoughts  would  be  intercepted  by 
each  other. 


I  soon  discouraged  of  learning  their  ways 
and  customs  and  sat  down  on  the  conveyer 
and  wrote  this  story.  I  then  walked  over  to 
the  mail  chute,  shot  it  down  to  the  office 
and  took  the  elevator  up  to  the  last  floor 
with  the  intention  of  jumping  out  of  the 
window  to  the  street  below. 

Newton  Dodge,  1919. 


The  Higher  Power 


Almost  entirely  hidden  among  the  wide 
spreading  branches  of  a  group  of  majestic 
oaks,  was  a  little  cottage  of  the  plainest 
type.  A  small  uneven  tile  walk  led  to  the 
well-worn  threshold  of  the  door.  The  win- 
dow boxes  were  filled  with  brightly  colored 
flowers  which  sent  out  their  perfume  as  a 
welcome  to  all  who  asked  a  lodging  under 
the  humble  roof.  The  interior  was  almost 
spotlessly  clean.  A  rustic  chair  was  by  the 
glowing  fire,  that  was  reflected  in  the  shin- 
ing pans  upon  the  shelf.  The  sun  was  set- 
ting in  a  golden  glow,  sending  its  tiny  rays 
through  the  lattice  windows  into  the  room. 

Sitting  complacently  in  the  rustic  chair 
was  an  old  lady.  She  was  a  very  old  lady, 
yet  her  fingers  which  were  engaged  in  mak- 
ing some  fine  lace  moved  with  a  deftness 
of  any  younger  person.  There  she  sat  until 
the  swiftly  descending  gloom  compelled  her 
to  stop.  With  a  little  sigh  she  dropped  her 
hands  into  her  lap,  and  soon  the  aged  lids 
were  down,  and  the  peaceful  eyes  closed  in 
slumber. 

Half  an  hour  after  the  door  flung  open, 
and  a  handsome  young  man  large  in  stature, 
burst  breathlessly  into  the  room,  "Mother," 
he  gasped,  "the  crisis  has  come  !" 

Receiving  no  answer  he  turned  to  the 
chair  that  was  back  to  him.  He  called 
again,  and  then  the  woman  turned,  and 
looked  questioningly  into  his  face.  "What's 
the  matter,  Sonny,"  she  asked. 


"War  has  been  declared !"  The  giant 
frame  shook,  while  scalding  tears  ran  down 
the  manly  cheek. 

"What?" 

The  wrinkled  face  paled,  the  loyal  heart 
beat  fast.  Well  she  knew  the  sacrifice  be- 
fore her  when  the  rush  to  colors  began. 
The  recruiting  station,  the  sergeants,  the 
flashing  of  cold  steel,  as  the  brave  sons  of 
the  nation  marched  to  their  doom. 

How  could  she  ask  her  son,  the  ideal  of 
any  army  officer,  to  stay  and  care  for  her 
while  other  men  laid  down  their  lives  for 
the  flag  they  loved? 

The  sacrifice  must  be  made,  yet  the  heart 
would  ache  and  the  tears  would  fall  for  her 
boy  facing  screaming  bullets  on  the  shell- 
ridden  fields  of  the  conflict.  She  would 
never  stand  it,  that  she  knew  well,  but  she 
did  not  stop  him.  The  field  of  battle  is  not 
the  only  place  that  holds  heroes  of  whom  the 
world  is  proud,  as  many  a  broken-hearted 
mother  knows. 

"Mother,"  the  son  was  speaking,  "how  can 
I  leave  you?  How  can  I  leave  you,  and 
know  not  whether  I  shall  ever  return?" 

The  staunch  mother  answered,  "That  call 
has  come,  my  boy,  and  you  must  go,  as  I 
know  you  want  to,  to  protect  and  deliver 
the  flag  of  your  fathers  but  remember  wher- 
ever you  are  and  whatever  you  do,  that  we 
are  all  God's  children  so  be  merciful  even 
as  He  is." 
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Part  Two.  pieces  of  manhood  reeled  from  the  thud  of 

The  little  cottage  still  stands  under  the  shell,  or  groaned  from  the  piercing  pain  of 
bountiful  shade  of  those  majestic  oaks,  the  exploding  shrapnel.  How  could  man  pro- 
warm  sun  still  sends  its  tiny  rays  into  the  duce  such  an  inferno  before  the  eyes  of 
humble  kitchen,  the  warbling  birds  still  coo  heaven? 

to  rest  beneath  the  thatched  eaves,  but  the  Flashing  steel,  roaring  gun,  cracking  rifle, 

aged  Mother  no  longer  sits  by  the  fire,  or  what  could  live  among  them?     The  Son  lay 

talks  to  a  passing  neighbor  by  the  wicker  huddled    on    the    trench    bottom,    his    friends 

gate.    She  has  gone  to  her  Father  who  gives  gone  after  the  now  retreating  enemy,  who 

peace  to  all,  and  who  sits  on  high  praising  were  taking  shelter  in  a  neighboring  wood, 

the  right  and  avenging  the  wrong.  His  coat  was  wet  with  blood,  his  throat  was 

At  the  bend  of  the  winding  lane  is  a  parched,  and  his  red,  sunken  eyes  rolled  wild- 
crumbling  church,  whose  ivy-covered  walls  ly.  At  last,  gathering  together  his  atom  of  re- 
ring  with  the  songs  of  the  village  folk  by  maining  strength,  he  staggered  up,  a  low  groan 
the  calling  of  distant  herdsmen  or  the  low-  issuing  from  between  his  livid  lips.  His  part 
ing  of  returning  cattle.  was  nearly  done ;  his  rest  was  close  at  hand. 

It  is  Christmas  Day,  and  the  very  trees  Up  the  slimy  side,  sticking  to  the  finish, 

and  little  twittering  birds  seem  to  recognize  Across  the  miry  sod,  tottering,  staggering, 

its  holy  sacredness.     From  the  tiny  belfry  groaning,  hardly  able  to  see,  he  went.     A 

come  the  peaceful  notes  of  the  moss-covered  few   yards   distant  was   a   tree   stump   and 

bell,   under  which   stands   the   white-haired  towards  this  he  headed.     With  a  thud  he 

sexton  summoning  the  good   folk  to  wor-  sat,   breathing  heavily,   his    face   contorted 

ship.      Slowly,    the    congregation    gathered  with  pain.     Hardly  anything  could  have  in- 

and    soon    the    ponderous    words    of    the  duced  that  broken  body  to  move,  yet  the 

preacher  are  heard  as  the  honest  heads  bend  sight  of  a  wounded  enemy  seemed  to  stir 

in  prayer.  the  demon  within  him,  in  preparation   for 

Christmas  Day  !  his  last  blow. 

But  none  of  the  joys  that  we  know  it  by,  Slowly,  before  the  agonized  eyes  of  his 

for  in  the  overgrown  graveyard  is  a  stone  on  mangled  victim,  he  unbuckled  his  bayonet, 

whose  rough  surface  is  carved,  the  remem-  and   slipped   it   into   its   steely   socket.     He 

brance  of  that  loyal  Mother.    Loyal  indeed,  grasped  the   stock  and   turned   to  his    foe. 

true  to  the  last,  willing  that  she  too  should  Never  a  thought  of  pity  entered  his  mind, 

lay  down  her  life  for  her  boy,  and  her  flag.  In  the  air  the  cold  blade  flashed,  about  to 

Yes,  a  battle  field  is  not  the  only  home  of  fall, 

heroes !  "Don't !" 

How   she   had   struggled  with   the   over-  The  fearfulness,  the  terseness,  the  appeal 

whelming  emotions  that  had  crowded  about  in  that  one  word,  held  the  blade  poised  in 

her  and  striven  to  shut  out  black  despair  the  air.     There  they  were  for  a  brief  rao- 

from  her  heart,  but  it  was  not  to  be,  so  she  ment,  the  victor  and  his  victim.     A  gasp  hol- 

went   to   her   Maker,    while   the    Son,   uncon-  low  and  awful  came  from  the  fallen  man, — 

scious   of   it   all,   struggled   onward   in   the  "Be  merciful,  they  are  all  God's  children 

bloody  trenches  !  even  as  we  are  !" 

Part  Three.  The  words  of  the  aged  Mother  blazed  be- 

The  scene  of  battle  is  one  of  fearful  de-  fore  the  Son's  crazed  brain.     His  memory 

struction.     The    enemy,    flushed    with    a    re-  raced  back  to  the  thatched  cottage,  and  the 

cent   victory,    had   pushed    forward,   but   had  bayonet  fell  crashing  to  the  ground.     One 

met    with    stubborn    resistance.      Mangled  look  at  the  man's  face  told  the  Son  that  he 
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had  done  right  and  he  fell  forward  without 
word  or  cry  upon  his  head.  A  Higher  Power 
had  helped  him  that  day.  The  words  of  his 
dear  Mother  had  surged  through  him  with 
the  Christmas  spirit,  the  spirit  of  forgive- 
ness and  good  will,  telling  him  to  save  the 
broken  life  that  he  held  in  his  hand. 

E'en  as  he  touched  the  ground,  a  scream- 
ing shrapnel  rent  the  trees  above,  sending 
its  tiny  messengers  of  death  upon  the  two 
forms  below. 


The  Son  lay  still,  never  to  move  again.  A 
holy  light  seemed  to  play  about  his  head. 
He  had  done  his  part,  and  without  complaint 
he  died.  The  dusk  had  descended,  and  the 
first  bright  star  shone  from  the  frowning 
sky.  Even  as  the  blessed  Star  of  Bethlehem 
led  the  wise  men  to  the  Holy  Manger,  so  did 
it  seem  that  this  one  was  leading  to  rest 
this  faithful  soul,  to  rest  dearly  bought  and 
well  deserved,  with  his  Mother  and  Deliv- 
erer. 

T.  G.  Breen,  Jr.,  Class  of  '20. 


"The  Calf  and  The  City  Cousins" 


"Brookfield!  Brookfield!"  yelled  the 
trainman,  as  the  train  rumbled  up  to  the 
station. 

James  Wilson  alighted,  and  gazed  up  and 
down  the  platform.  On  one  end  of  it  was 
his  trunk,  while  on  the  other  was  a  dusty- 
looking  cab  which  he  decided  to  ride  in,  as 
it  was  the  only  vehicle  at  hand. 

The  journey  was  a  long  and  rough  one, 
but  when  he  alighted  at  the  Hughes'  farm 
he  was  not  in  the  least  fatigued.  Hurriedly 
he  went  up  to  the  house,  where  he  was  af- 
fectionately greeted  by  Mrs.  Hughes,  his 
aunt.  She  informed  him  that  his  cousin 
Charles  and  uncle  Jim  were  out  in  the  fields 
at  work. 

James  decided  that  he  would  go  out  to 
see  them.  When  he  started  along  the  path 
which  Mrs.  Hughes  told  him  to  take,  he  no- 
ticed an  unfamiliar  animal  in  front  of  him. 
It  occurred  to  him,  as  he  was  brought  up  in 
New  York  and  had  learned  very  little  about 
cows,  that  this  was  just  the  animal  about 
which  he  had  been  studying  at  school,  a 
buffalo. 

Deciding  to  get  a  good  look  at  the  buffalo 
while  it  was  there,  James  went  a  little  near- 
er to  it.  Then  the  cow  noticed  him.  It  also 
was  curious  so  it  started  towards  him.  This 
movement  on  the  cow's  part  startled  him. 
He  got  up  from  his  crouching  position  and 


looked  around,  but  no  help  was  in  sight,  ex- 
cept a  few  scrubby  bushes  about  five  yards 
away.  Since  the  cow  persisted  in  coming 
nearer,  James  sought  refuge  behind  one  of 
these  bushes. 

"P-p-p-please  go  home  you  n-nice  b-buf- 
falo,"  he  stuttered  pleadingly.  But  the  cow 
heeded  him  not. 

Then  James  commenced  running  from 
one  bush  to  another,  until  he  reached  the 
last  one.  Beyond  this  one  there  was  no 
help.  Then  he  turned  around,  but  still  the 
buffalo  came  on.  Realizing  that  no  entreat- 
ies on  his  part  would  calm  the  animal,  which 
to  James  was  growing  larger  each  minute, 
he  commenced  to  yell  for  help. 

"Uncle  Jim  !  Uncle  Jim  !  Charlie  !  Charlie  ! 
Charlie  !"  he  frantically  cried,  as  the  horns 
of  the  buffalo  seemed  to  sprout  and  grow 
into  branches,  and  the  animal  itself  seemed 
to  be  as  big  as  an  elephant.  As  yet  there 
was  no  response  to  his  eager  cry  for  help. 
Finally,  Charlie  came  strolling  lazily  along. 
When  he  saw  what  the  trouble  was  he  shook 
from  head  to  foot,  laughing. 

"Quick,  Charlie !"  cried  James.  "Chase 
him  away."  James  thought  he  could  see 
the  animal  preparing  to  spring  upon  him. 
His  cousin  hunted  around  for  a  stone  and 
threw  it  at  the  animal.  When  James  saw 
the  cow  going  away  from  him  he  fainted  on 
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account  of  the  nervous  strain  which  he  had  "Auntie,"  he  said,  "whenever  you  invite  me 

endured.  to  see  you  again,  I  hope  you  won't  invite 

When  he  became  conscious  again  he  be-  that  buffalo,  too." 
held     his     aunt     sitting     at     his     bedside.  Walter  O'Brien,  1919. 


Through  the  Key-hole 

I  had  left  my  friend  Fife,  known  to  the  tried  all  the  keys  I  had  with  me  without 

underworld  as  "Robbie  the  tee"  and  to  the  success  and  was  about  to  ask  the  janitor  for 

better  classes  as  Robinson  Fife,  Criminolo-  help,  when  I  decided  to  peek  through  the 

gist,  asleep  in  his  apartments  on  Madison  key-hole,    in    hopes    of    finding    something 

Ave.   and  wandered  down  town   in   an   at-  more    concerning    the    matter.      I    stooped 

tempt  to  forget  the  Rathborne  murder  case,  down   and   peered   into   the   next   room.     At 

which  Fife  with  a  little  help  from  me  had  first  all  was  quite  dark  and  I  could  see  noth- 

just  cleared  up.     His  opinion  of  my  ability  ing,   but   gradually   objects    began   to   take 

as  a  detective,  of  which  I  was  quite  proud,  shape  and  I  could  faintly  see,  in  the  farther 

was  that  it  wasn't  worth  much.     Therefore  corner   of  the   room,   a   couch   on   which   a 

when  I  noticed  a  small  brown,  unsealed  en-  person  was  lying.     At  first  I  thought  that 

velope  lying  on  the  sidewalk  before  me,  I  whoever  it  was,  was  asleep  but  after  a  closer 

eagerly  picked  it  up,  hoping  it  might  prove  examination  I  decided  to  my  horror  that  he 

itself    of    some    importance.      After   briefly  was  dead.    Then  to  confirm  these  suspicions 

examining  the  outside  I  opened  it  and  read,  I   saw,  near  the  couch,  a   number  of  dark 

Dear  Grey,  spots,  blood,  I  thought.    The  person  on  the 

I  am  leaving  town  in  a  hurry  this  P.  M.  couch  must  be  Marie  Duval  who  had  been 

Tried  to  get  Fife  but  failed.     Marie  Duval  murdered  by  the  writer  of  the  note,  a  man 

is  out  of  the  way  where  no  one  can  find  her,  who  must  be  captured  and  I  was  the  one 

in  my  apartment,  Room  47  of  the  Warwick  who  should  do  it ! 

Building1.  Here  all  desire  for  fame  as  a  detective 
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Yours,  Van.  left  me  and  I  thought  it  would  be  best  to 
Here  was  something  worth  looking  into  leave  things  in  abler  hands.  I  therefore  hur- 
I  thought  and  I  quickly  summed  up  the  news  ried  down  stairs  and  'phoned  Fife,  telling 
contained  in  the  note.  Van,  a  crook,  had  him  to  come  as  quickly  as  possible.  He  soon 
evidently  attempted  to  "get"  or  murder  arrived  and  when  I  had  given  him  the  de- 
Fife,  and  failed.     Therefore  he  was  leaving  tails  we  went  up  to  47. 

town  after  hiding  a   certain   Marie   Duval,  I  noticed  that  when  Fife  had  read  the  note 

whom  he  wanted  out  of  sight,  in  Room  47  of  he  had  smiled  faintly  but  I  thought  it  only 

the  Warwick  Building.  a  smile  of"  satisfaction  at  being  back  at  the 

Here  was  a  chance  to  show  Fife  I  was  work  he  loved. 

worth  something.     After  making  inquiries  After  a  great  deal  of  trouble  we  got  the 

I  at  last  got  a  car  which  took  me  to  the  door  open  and  both   stepped   into  the   room. 

Warwick  Building  where  I  found  Room  47  I  hurried  to  the  couch  to  point  out  the  dead 

on  the  third  floor.  woman  but  my  friend  was  before  me.     Upon 

I  at  first  made  sure  that  I  was  alone  in  reaching  the  couch  he  looked  down  and  then 

the  long  corridor  and  then  tried  the  door  laying  his  hand  on  the  corpse  he  burst  into 

which  was  locked  as  I  had  expected.    I  then  a  hearty  laugh    I  thought  the  man  must  be 
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crazy  and  so  I  stepped  to  the  couch  to  find 
out  I  looked  down  and  saw,  not  the  dead 
body  of  Marie  Duval  but  a  large  overcoat 
thrown  in  such  a  position  as  to  resemble  a 
person,  when  seen  from  the  door-way.  I 
then  looked  for  the  blood  and  saw,  besides 
the  dark  spots  I  had  seen  before,  a  small 
bottle,  labeled  "Carter's  Red  Ink." 

"Some  murder,"  chuckled  Fife,  "and  if 
you  happen  to  want  to  know  the  blood- 
thirsty crook  who  did  it,  just  take  a  look  at 
the  chair  by  the  window." 

I  did  want  to  know  and  so  following  his 
suggestion,  my  eyes  met  those  of  a  small, 
gray  kitten  who  seemed  to  be  very  busy 
lapping  some  red  "stuff"  from  its  paws. 

"No  need  of  the  cops  here,  I  guess,"  said 
Fife,  grinning  broadly. 

"No,  I  guess  not,"  I  admitted,  rather 
sheepishly.     "But  say,  what  did  Van  mean  by 


saying  he  had  tried  to  "get"  you,  and  who  is 
Marie  Duval?" 

"Oh,  sure,  that's  something  I  forgot  to 
tell  you,"  said  Fife,  "the  manager  of  the 
Bison  Film  Corporation  has  been  trying  to 
"get"  me  to  play  the  hero  in  his  new  photo- 
play, "Marie  Duval."  I  think  if  we  could 
look  into  his  safe  in  the  corner  we  would 
find  a  scenario  where  he  put  it  for  safe- 
keeping." 

My  feelings  can  better  be  imagined  than 
described.  I  made  Fife  promise  never  to 
tell  a  soul  of  what  had  happened,  but  it 
seemed  to  leak  out  some  way.  Therefore  I 
thought  it  best  to  tell  things  as  they  were, 
rather  than  have  it  made  more  of  a  joke  on 
me  than  it  really  was,  for  things  did  surely 
look  pretty  much  like  murder,  through  the 
key-hole. 

Norman  Dodge,  1919. 


The  Rich  Man 


On  a  cold  winter  night  just  before  Christ- 
mas, Samuel  Crawford  sat  buried  in  a  large 
chair,  before  the  fire  place,  smoking  a  pipe. 

As  he  gazed  at  the  dancing  flames  and  lis- 
tened to  the  wind  howling  without,  his  eyes 
became  wet.  The  night  reminded  him  of  a 
night  ten  years  before  when  his  wife  and 
daughter  had  been  lost  in  a  snow  storm.  Since 
then  he  had  become  a  sort  of  miser.  His  serv- 
ants feared  him,  his  employees  hated  him,  and 
even  the  dogs  barked  at  him  as  he  went  down 
the  street. 

While  considering  the  uselessness  of  the  past 
ten  years,  he  fell  asleep.  While  he  slept,  an 
angel,  clothed  in  a  raiment  of  white,  appeared 
before  him.  The  angel  said  unto  him,  "Have 
you  kept  the  commandments  of  your  fathers  ?" 
and  Crawford  answered,  "Yes,  from  child- 
hood." Then  the  angel  said,  "Still  you  lack 
one  thing ;  sell  all  that  you  have,  and  distribute 
it  to  the  poor,  and  you  shall  have  treasure  in 
heaven :  come,  follow  me."  Then  the  angel 
disappeared,  and  Crawford  awoke. 


Now  Samuel  Crawford  was  really  a  good 
man  at  heart  but  he  was  very  wealthy,  and  this 
was  indeed  a  hard  test.  However,  after  he 
arose  the  next  morning  he  felt  like  a  new  man. 
His  servants  were  greatly  astounded  by  his 
kindness.  After  such  a  condition  of  affairs 
had  existed  for  several  months,  he  sold  all  his 
property  and  began  to  preach  the  gospel.  Now 
he  knew  for  the  first  time  what  real  happiness 
really  was.  After  many  years  of  service,  he 
died,  at  a  ripe  old  age,  leaving  many  friends, 
whose  lives  were  infinitely  better  for  having 
known  him. 

Ellen  Leigh  Taylor,  '17. 


JUST  A  REMINDER 


We're  expected  to  buy.  it  is  true, 

The  Golden-Rod  of  the  Red  and  Blue. 

But  we  shouldn't  mind, 

For  it  costs  but  one  dime, 
To  get  this  good  paper  when  new. 

Georcf.  Prout.  *17. 
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A  Christmas  Adventure 


"  '  T'was  the  night  before  Christmas, 

And  all  through  the  house 
Not  a  creature  was  stirring, 

Not  even  a  mouse.' 

"How  well  that  old  nursery  rhyme  applies 
to  this  Christmas  eve,"  said  Hilda  Holmes, 
half  aloud,  half  to  herself.  "What  a  Christ- 
mas day  it  will  be.  Jack  away  and  nothing  to 
eat  in  the  house  but  dried  codfish  and  pre- 
serves !  And  we  won't  get  our  things  from 
home  for  a  week  or  more.  And  all  because  of 
this  beastly  storm." 

Hilda  had  been  sent  to  the  country  to  re- 
cuperate from  a  nervous  breakdown.  She  had 
come  to  keep  house  for  her  brother  who  was 
the  doctor  in  a  little  town  in  Maine. 

That  morning  Jack  had  been  called  on  a 
case  several  miles  away.  He  had  said  that  he 
would  surely  be  home  for  Christmas.  But 
since  then,  there  had  been  a  heavy  snowstorm  ; 
the  snow  was  now  on  a  level  with  the  upper 
windows,  so  that  even  with  the  light  sleigh  it 
would  be  impossible  for  Jack  to  return  for 
Christmas. 

Hilda  was  thinking  of  the  parties  and  gay 
times  her  friends  at  home  would  be  having, 
when  she  heard  a  tremendous  clatter  on  the 
porch  roof.  She  immediately  thought  of  wolves 
or  bears,  for  she  had  heard  how,  often  in  the 
winter,  these  half-starved  creatures  had  forced 
their  way  into  outlying  houses,  ransacked  the 
place  for  food,  and  killed  the  inhabitants.  She 
remembered,  with  a  sigh  of  relief,  that  the 
upper  windows  were  locked ;  for  if  it  were 
animals  they  would  have  to  enter  by  these  win- 
dows as  the  lower  part  of  the  house  was  buried 
in  snow. 

Then  there  was  a  knocking  on  the  side  of  the 


house.  Hilda  had  a  mental  vision  of  a  pack 
of  gaunt,  gray  wolves  fiercely  dashing  against 
the  wall.  This  noise  continued  for  about  ten 
minutes.  Then  there  was  a  crash  of  wood  and 
glass.  The  window  had  broken.  In  a  moment 
the  beasts  would  be  in  the  room.  Hilda  hastily 
drew  the  heavy  table  across  the  door.  She 
heard  muffled  steps. 

"It  must  be  a  bear,"  she  thought,  "but  I  dare 
it  to  get  in  here." 

Then  the  invisible  something  turned  the 
knob  and  pushed  the  door  with  all  its  might. 

"Hilda!  Where  are  you?  Let  me  in!" 
cried  a  voice  unmistakably  Jack's. 

"As  soon  as  I  can,"  answered  Hilda,  as  she 
drew  away  the  table.  Then  Jack,  snow-cov- 
ered and  bundle-laden,  entered  the  room. 

"Why,  Jack  Holmes!  How  did  you  ever 
get  here?" 

"Left  the  horse  at  White's  and  borrowed 
some  snow-shoes,"  laconically  responded  Jack. 
"But  say,  Hil,  what's  the  idea  of  the  barri- 
caded door  ?  Why  didn't  you  let  me  in  when  I 
knocked?  I  had  to  break  the  window.  Think 
of  the  mess  all  this  snow  will  make  blowing 
into  the  house !" 

"I — I  thought  it  was  a  bear  or  some  awful, 
wild  animal,"  faltered  Hilda. 

"Thought  it  was  a — why,  child,  didn't  you 
know  that  no  large  animal  could  walk  on  this 
new-fallen  snow.  Say,  but  that's  a  good  one," 
he  added  laughingly,  "wait  until  I  tell  the  fam- 
ily." 

But  Hilda,  exploring  the  packages  that  he 
had  brought,  and  finding  them  to  contain  the 
makings  of  a  good  dinner,  was  not  annoyed 
by  his  teasing  as  she  knew  that  her  Christmas 
would  be  a  happy  one  after  all. 

Harriot  Barbour,  '19. 


In  Physics 
Teacher — "What  is  density?" 
Hard  Worked  Student— "I  can't  think  of  it 
just  now,  but  I've  got  it  in  my  head." — Ex. 


Now  I  lay  me  down  to  rest, 
Looking  toward  tomorrow's  test ; 
If  I  should  die  before  I  wake, 
1  would  have  no  test  to  take. — Ex. 
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My  Very  Best  Fish  Story 


One  evening  early  in  July,  I  joyfully  took 
passage  on  a  steamer  for  a  three  days'  trip 
down  the  coast. 

The  first  night  I  had  a  strange  dream  in 
which  King  Neptune,  a  ship-wreck,  a  submar- 
ine, and  I  were  curiously  jumbled. 

The  next  night  I  had  practically  forgotten 
my  dream  and  retired  early.  I  was  awakened 
suddenly  by  the  rushing  of  hundreds  of  feet, 
doors  banging  in  the  corridor,  and  voices,  high- 
pitched  and  hysterical,  crying  for  help. 

Comprehending  the  cause  of  the  panic,  I 
tried  to  arise,  but  was  pinned  down  by  some 
supernatural  force. 

The  boat  was  now  rocking  wildly,  and  the 
voices  were  becoming  louder  and  more  fearful. 
Suddenly  a  deep,  death-like  silence  reigned 
over  all,  and  I  felt  strangely  thrilled  as  the 
boat  sank  lower,  lower,  ever  lower.  A  sharp, 
piercing  pain  flashed  through  my  head  and  all 
was  black. 

When  I  regained  consciousness  I  found  my- 
self in  the  same  position  as  before,  and 
strangely  the  room  was  perfectly  dry.  I  arose, 
drawn  by  some  great  magnetic  force,  and 
moved  to  the  door.  The  door  opened  into 
what  should  have  been  the  corridor,  but  what 
was  now  a  great  space  filled  with  water. 
Strangely,  the  water  did  not  have  a  great  press- 
ure, therefore  I  was  able  to  breathe  freely. 

The  ground  was  beautifully  terraced  and 
graded,  and  was  covered  with  very  delicate 
green  algae.  Here  and  there  were  winding 
paths  of  pink  coral.  In  the  center  was  a  statvie 
of  a  sea  lion  made  of  pearl.  At  the  far  end, 
standing  upon  a  white  crystal  step  was  an  im- 
posing figure  garbed  in  a  soft,  voluminous 
green  robe.  His  hair  was  long  and  flowing, 
like  snow.     He  stood  erect,  attentively  as  if 


seeing  and  comprehending  everything,  yet  he 
saw  nothing — for  he  was  blind. 

At  my  approach  he  cried  out  in  a  deep  rum- 
bling voice,  "Who  goes  here?    Who  are  you?" 

"Oh,  King!"  cried  I,  for  I  could  think  of 
no  other  way  of  addressing  him,  "I  am  but  a 
child  of  the  world  above,  (I  surmised  I  was  on 
the  sea-bottom)  have  pity  upon  me  and  restore 
me  to  my  own  country." 

"That  I  would  do,  and  quickly,"  replied  he, 
"for  in  the  weeks  you  have  been  here,  I  have 
been  unable  to  wreck  a  single  vessel,  and  my 
scouts,  sharks,  bring  me  no  wealth. 

"Although  it  is  not  my  usual  intention,  I 
must  now  restore  you  to  your  world,  for  your 
presence  has  brought  me  much  ill  luck.  Go ! 
Depart !" 

"But  how?"  remonstrated  I,  looking  round 
in  hopes  of  seeing  an  elevator. 

"How  !  How  !  have  you  no  brains?  In  five 
minutes  a  submarine  hailing  from  Germany 
en  route  for  America  comes,  by  this  you  will 
be  drawn  by  magnetic  force.  If  you  do  not 
go  with  this  one,  my  power  will  desert  me  and 
the  war  will  cease,  thus  cutting  off  my  wealth 
from  wrecked  ships." 

Immediately  the  water  began  to  vibrate  pow- 
erfully. For  the  first  time  I  felt  the  pressure 
of  the  water  as  I  was  drawn  at  a  fearful  speed 
thru  the  deep  gloom,  seeing  nothing  but  two 
balls  of  fire  now  and  then  which  I  knew  to  be 
the  eyes  of  King  Neptune's  scouting  sharks. 
Finally  we  stopped  in  a  Maine  harbor,  when  I 
at  once  came  to  the  surface. 

I  swam  ashore  and  returned  home,  telling 
none  of  my  experience  until,  in  dire  need  of 
subject-matter  for  a  story  I  have  been  forced 
to  relate  what  should  have  been  kept  a  secret. 

Ruth  McGrath,  '19. 


Miss  O'Neill  (getting  orders  for  school  cal-  Miss  Thayer — If  you  had  a  million  dollars, 

endar) — Why    don't    the    boys    order    some?     what  would  be  the  first  thing  you  would  do? 
They  ought  to  keep  dates  as  well  as  the  girls.  Clever  "Soph" — Spend  it. 


J4 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


The  Christmas  Message 

As  we  shut  the  heavy,  oak  door  on  the  directly  in  front  of  it.  The  table  was  littered 
sparkling  snow,  jingling  bells,  and  glistening  with  papers  and  packages.  One  in  particular 
shop  windows  the  hushed,  solemn  feeling  in  stood  out  distinctly  in  the  light,  a  yellow  tele- 
the  house  struck  us  with  double  force.  The  gram  from  the  war  region,  it  seemed  to  damp- 
butler  with  a  very  sedate  bow  ushered  us  into  en  the  sparkling  radiance,  making  the  atmo- 
the  luxurious  library.  Comforts  in  every  kind  sphere  gloomy  and  chill.  I  arose  with  a  shiver 
surrounded  us,  rich  red,  velvety  carpets,  cur-  to  read  it,  to  see  if  it  could  be  real. 


tains  of  soft,  red  coloring,  deep  leather  bound 
chairs,  and  rows  and  rows  of  books  in  the 
built  in  bookcase.  This  bookcase  covered  one 
side  of  the  wall,  running  lengthwise.  In  one 
end  of  the  room  was  an  old-fashioned  fire- 
place filled  with  big  logs  which  crackled  mer- 


"Phil  must  have  been  killed,"  was  my  first 
thought.  "O,  what  will  Helen  and  those  two 
dear  little  kiddies  do.  Of  course,  I  could  take 
Muriel ;  she  was  my  favorite  niece  anyway,  it 
would  be  lovely  to" — 

I  had  reached  the  table  now  and  I  siezed 


rily.     On  the  opposite  end  of  the  room,  stood  the  telegram  which  I  read  over  and  over  to  be 

a  magnificent  Christmas  Tree  covered  with  tin-  sure  of  its  meaning  and  then  coming  to  my 

sil,  popcorn,  ornaments,  Santa     Clauses     and  senses  waved  it  over  my  head  and  cried  in  a 

tiny  angels.     In  every  nook  and  corner  were  weak  little  voice,     "Merry     Christmas     from 

snugled  tiny  electric  bulbs  of  all  colors  which  Phil." 
shone  like  myriads  of  little  lights  on  the  table  Lillian  Walters.  1918. 


Senior  Motto 

Don't  study  when  you're  tired  or  anything 
else  to  do ; 

Don't  study  when  you're  happy,  for  that 
will  make  you  blue  ; 

Don't  study  in  the  daytime,  and  don't  study 
at  night ; 

But  study  at  all  other  times,  with  all  your 
main  and  might. — Ex. 

Doctor  (to  dying  patient) — "Do  you  wish  to 

make  any  will?" 

Patient — "No,  Doc,  only  a  request." 
Doc. — "What  may  the  request  be,  sir?" 
Patient — "That   you   bury   my   auto   beside 

me."     (Ford.) 

Doc— "What's  the  idea?" 

Patient — "Well,  I  tell  you,  Doc,  I  never  got 
in  a  hole  that  wouldn't  pull  me  out  of." — Ex. 


Question — "How    is    Central    America    di- 
vided?" 

Answer — "By  earthquakes." — Ex. 

Lives  of  Seniors  all  remind  us 
We  should  make  our  lives  sublime, 

And  by  asking  foolish  questions, 
Take  up  recitation  time.— Ex. 

Half  a  Shirt,  Half  a  SJiirt 

Half  a  shirt,  half  a  shirt,  half  a  shirt  home- 
ward, 

Back  from  the  wash — there  were  six  to  be 
laundered, 

Holes  in  the  right  of  them,  buttons  were  left 
off  of  them, 

Pins  were  all  over  them,  five  or  six  hundred. 

Mine's  not  to  make  reply,  mine  but  to  go  and 
buy, 

Lay  in  a  new  supply, — each  time  they're  laun- 
dered.— Ex. 
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The  Ghost  I  Saw 


I  was  sitting  alone,  one  night,  with  my  school 
books  thrown  on  the  table  before  me  when 
suddenly  the  clock  struck  eleven. 

I  did  not  feel  sleepy  so  I  turned  to  the  win- 
dow. I  could  look  across  large,  grassy  fields. 
The  black  forest  beyond  looked  ugly  and 
frightful.  The  trees  seemed  to  have  shapes. 
They  beckoned  to  me.  I  turned  away  and 
went  to  the  other  window.  As  I  looked  out  I 
faced  my  neighbor's  house.  The  moon  could 
be  seen  rising  over  the  hills.  It  reflected  its 
rays  on  the  window  panes  of  the  dark  house 
opposite.  It  was  the  only  source  of  light  that 
I  could  see.  Large,  tall  trees  of  different 
shapes  stood  in  front  of  this  solemn  house  and 
they  swayed  back  and  forth  as  the  sighing 
wind  passed  through  them. 

I  was  about  to  turn  when  down  in  a  dark 
corner  I  spied  an  object.  It  moved  back  and 
forth  towards  the  house.  The  harder  the 
wind  blew  the  faster  this  hideous  object  moved. 
It  beckoned  to  me.  Its  hands  were  stretched 
out  as  if  to  clutch  someone.  Its  feet  kept  mov- 
ing, sometimes  slowly,  sometimes  quickly. 

I  was  trembling.  I  tried  to  utter  a  loud  cry 
but  I  could  make  no  sound.  The  longer  I 
looked  at  this  frightful  object  the  more  I 
trembled.  Unconsciously,  I  uttered  a  wild 
scream  and  fell  heavily  to  the  floor. 

I  knew  no  more  until  morning  when  I  found 
myself  in  bed.  The  sun's  rays  were  streaming 
across  the  bed.  I  jumped  up  and  ran  to  the 
window,  but, — the  ghost  was  gone !  At  first  I 
began  to  think  I  had  dreamed  it,  but  no, — I 
had  seen  the  hideous  object  which  looked  so 
much  like  an  old  woman. 

At  breakfast  I  learned  that  I  had  fainted.  I 
told  my  father  I  had  seen  a  ghost.    Everyone 


laughed,  but  I  remained  silent.  They  all 
thought  I  had  been  dreaming,  but  I  knew  dif- 
ferent. 

When  night  came  again  I  refused  to  go  to 
bed  alone.  My  father  came  upstairs  with  us. 
I  pointed  out  to  him  the  corner  in  which  I  had 
seen  the  ghost.  Tonight, — the  wind  was  not 
in  such  a  hurry.  The  moon  slowly  rose  over 
the  hills,  but,  down  in  the  same  corner  I  saw 
the  same  fantastic  shape,  moving  slowly  to- 
night. It  beckoned  to  me.  I  seized  my  fa- 
ther's hand. 

"I  will  see  what  it  is,"  my  father  said.  He 
went  down  the  stairs  noiselessly,  and  soon  I 
saw  him  slowly  approach  the  object.  I  started. 
Why  did  the  thing  not  move  ?  Why  did  it  not 
run  away?  Perhaps  it  could  not  run.  Soon  I 
heard  the  footsteps  of  my  father  as  he  hurried 
up  the  stairs. 

"What  is  it?"  I  asked. 

"Only  the  shadows  of  the  trees  in  front  of 
the  house,"  he  answered,  smiling.  "As  the 
wind  blows  it  moves  these  leaves  and  the  moon 
shining  between  them  casts  their  shadows  on 
the  house.  Last  night,  the  wind  was  blowing 
harder  and  your  so-called  ghost  moved  quickly. 
Tonight,  it  is  calmer  and  so  is  the  little  old 
woman." 

I  could  hardly  believe  him.  "It's  funny  I 
didn't  notice  it  before,"  I  said.  "I've  often 
looked  out  that  window." 

"I  planted  those  maple  trees  yesterday,"  he 
answered. 

I  then  remembered  and  I  was  satisfied.  I 
went  to  bed  and  spent  a  peaceful  night.  Next 
day  my  father  trimmed  the  trees  in  front  of 
the  house  and  I  never  saw  the  ghost  again. 

Ellen  Dunn. 


In  Room  23  (talking  about  such  sayings  as  Miss     Bickford — Translate     "M.     Sauvage 

"John  Bull") — What  does  the  term  below  the  tomba  d'un  bloc  sur  le  nez." 

salt  mean"?  Ring,  '19— Mr.  Sauvage  fell  in  a  heap  on  his 

Nixon,  '17 — Under  the  sea.  nose. 
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Tommy  Atkins 


"Tommy,  Tommy !"  The  tone  of  a  dis- 
tressed mother  could  be  heard  above  the  din 
and  roar  of  a  busy  street.  These  cries,  min- 
gled with  the  noisy  clang  of  the  fire  alarm,  as- 
sured one  that  the  child  Tommy  had  been  lost. 

On  and  on  the  searching  parties,  men,  wo- 
men, and  children  alike,  tramped,  pleading  for 
just  one  word  from  little  Tommy.  But  not 
one  word  did  they  get,  and  their  anxiety  grew 
and  grew  for  the  welfare  of  the  blue-eyed 
baby. 

The  father,  almost  distracted  with  grief, 
plodded  wearily  on  alone,  through  street  after 
street,  until  he  came  to  the  outskirts  of  a 
wooded  section.  Here  he  hesitated,  not  know- 
ing in  what  direction  to  turn,  hardly  able  to 
realize  that  his  baby  could  have  wandered  so 
far,  yet  by  some  instinct  or  other  beckoned  on 
by  the  tall  trees,  and  impelled  by  the  fear  tug- 
ging at  his  heart,  he  entered  the  grove.  In  the 
stillness  the  cries  of  the  other  searching  parties, 
who  had  already  entered  the  wood,  could  be 
heard.  These  only  tended  to  increase  the  anx- 
iety of  Mr.  Atkins.  How  little  hope  there 
seemed  to  be  that  the  child  was  in  the  grove, 


after  the  other  searching  parties  had  been  over 
and  over  the  beaten  roads  and  through  the 
underbrush. 

When  all  hope  for  the  safety  of  his  only 
child  was  gone,  the  father,  leaning  against  a 
decaying  tree,  was  startled  to  hear  a  low  sigh 
coming  from  somewhere  near  him.  He 
searched  everywhere,  but  still  no  trace  of  the 
child  could  he  find.  His  imagination  had  mis- 
led him.  Turning  dejectedly  to  retrace  his 
steps,  Mr.  Atkins  almost  lost  his  senses,  when 
these  words  in  a  roguish  baby  voice  came  to 
him,  "Daddy  can't  find  his  baby,  Daddy's  baby 
'ide."  Peering  anxiously  here  and  there  Mr. 
Atkins  spied  the  top  of  the  baby's  head  bob- 
bing out  of  a  hole  in  the  trunk  of  a  tree. 

Catching  the  child  in  his  arms,  and  laughing 
and  scolding  at  the  same  time,  the  father  strode 
joyfully  homeward.  The  long  tramp  home  in 
the  cool  night  air  soothed  the  child  to  sleep, 
and  while  he,  the  naughty  one,  blissfully  un- 
conscious of  all  that  he  had  caused,  lay  peace- 
fully sleeping,  he  was  restored  to  his  mother's 
arms. 

Anna  V.  Grady,  1917. 


A  Foreigner's  Plea  for  "  The  Oracle w 


(Apply  this  to  The  Golden  Rod) 
All  a-Board  for  der  Oracle.  Dies  issue  iss 
more  denn  Oak-a;  it  iss  Ash-tonishink.  You 
Ce-Der  jokes  uf  your  life.  Die  cuds  are  Fir- 
straidt,  unt  die  most  Poplar  ardiguls  are  Tre- 
mendous. Vun  point  more :  Plank  down  your 
zubscribshun  prize,  if  nod  alreaty  paidt.  Birch 
-ance  it  Wood  save  your  rebudation  unt  you 
Walnut  regredt  it.     Butter-Nut  delay.     Dies 


advice  iss  specially  for  die  Freshmen  who  are 
Evergreen.  Der  Oracle  Staff  Pines  for  your 
ardiguls.  Id  needs  Al-Der  stuff  id  Ma-Ple 
from  you,  before  you  back  your  Trunk  to 
Leave  school.  Derefore  Spruce  up  unt  write, 
so  dat  der  Board  vill  nod  have  to  ged  out  unt 
Bark,  as  der  Dog-Wood. 

Ex. 


The  Ancient  Order  of  the  Knockers'  Club 
is  much  in  evidence. 


"Cap"  Hinchon  admitted  in  English  that  he 
was  dressed  "in  motly"  (foolish). 
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The  Golden  Cobwebs 


Ever  so  long,  long  ago,  something  very  queer 
happened  to  a  Christmas  tree. 

It  was  before  Christmas,  and  the  tree  was 
all  trimmed  with  popcorn,  and  silver  nuts.  It 
stood  safely  out  of  sight  in  a  room  where  the 
doors  were  locked,  so  that  the  children  could 
not  see  it  until  the  right  time  came.  But  many 
of  the  others  in  the  house  had  seen  it.  The 
big  black  pussy-cat  saw  it  with  her  great  green 
eyes ;  the  little  gray  kitten,  the  house  dog,  and 
the  canary  had  all  seen  it. 

But  there  was  someone  who  hadn't  seen  it 
yet.     That  was  the  little  gray  spider. 

The  spiders  live  in  the  warm  sunny  corners 
of  the  attic,  and  the  dark  corners  of  the  cellar. 
They  expected  to  see  the  Christmas  tree  as 
much  as  anybody.  But  just  before  Christmas 
a  great  cleaning-up  began  in  the  house,  and  the 
mother  came  sweeping  and  dusting,  to  make 
everything  grand  for  the  Christ-child's  birth- 
day. Her  broom  went  into  all  the  corners, 
and  all  the  spiders  had  to  run.  Not  one  of 
them  could  stay  in  the  house  while  the  Christ- 
mas cleaning  was  going  on.  So  they  could  not 
see  the  Christmas  tree.  They  were  very  sad, 
and  went  to  the  Christ-child  and  told  him  all 
about  it. 


"All  the  others  can  see  the  Christmas  tree," 
they  said,  "but  we  cannot." 

The  Christ-child  was  sorry  for  the  poor 
spiders,  and  said  they  should  see  the  Christ- 
mas tree. 

So  the  day  before  Christmas  when  no  one 
was  looking,  he  let  them  all  in  to  look  at  it  as 
long  as  they  liked. 

All  the  spiders  were  there.  They  crawled 
round  and  round  the  tree.  They  thought  it 
was  perfectly  beautiful.  When  they  had  seen 
all  they  wanted  down  below,  they  started  to 
crawl  up  the  tree.  They  stayed  until  they  had 
seen  everything  that  was  to  be  seen,  and  then 
they  went  away  happy. 

But  when  the  Christ-child  came  to  bless  the 
tree  for  the  children,  it  was  covered  with  cob- 
webs. He  did  not  know  what  to  do,  because 
he  knew  that  mother  did  not  like  cobwebs,  and 
it  would  never  do  to  have  the  tree  covered 
with  them.  So  the  dear  Christ-child  touched 
the  spiders'-webs  and  turned  them  into  gold. 
They  shone  and  shone  all  over  the  tree.  And 
that  is  the  way  the  Christmas  tree  came  to 
have  golden  trimmings  on  it  today. 

Alma  M.  Hurd.  1920. 


Heroine  Worship. 

I  met  a  sweet  maiden  one  beautiful  summer 
day,  and  looked  at  her  in  awe.  Her  eyes  were 
sparkling  gems  and  she  moved  along  as  grace- 
fully as  the  opening  bars  of  a  heavenly  song. 
"Where  did  you  learn  the  art?"  I  cried, 
"That  queenly  grace,  that  royal  pride?" 
She  answered,  in  manner  quaint  and  solemn, 
"I'm  reading  Mary  Pickford's  column." 

Ex. 


The  attorney  for  the  gas  company  was  mak- 
ing a  popular  address. 


"Think  of  the  good  the  gas  company  has 
done!"  he  cried.  "If  I  were  permitted  a  pun, 
I  would  say,  in  the  words  of  the  immortal 
poet,  'Honor  the  light  brigade.'  " 

Voice  of  a  consumer  from  the  audience, 
quoting  further  from  the  poem,  "Oh,  what  a 
charge  they  made." 

Ex. 


Student     (Senior     Play     Practice)- 
teacher,  my  paper  says,  'go  to  L.'  ' 
Teacher — "Very  well.     Do  so." 


'But, 


Ex. 
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An  Impression  of  Quincy 


A  dingy  railroad  station  with  a  newly 
painted  interior.  A  large,  empty  triangular 
area  improperly  called  a  "Square,"  in  the  cen- 
ter of  which  is  a  disused  stone  horse  trough  of 
very  ugly  appearance.  A  monumental  church 
of  granite.  A  rather  wide  street  with  very 
narrow  sidewalks,  so  narrow  that  pedestrians 
are  crowded  into  the  road.  A  new  business 
block  of  white  stone  very  much  out  of  keep- 
ing with  its  squat  red-brick  neighbors.  A  very 


noisy  shipyard  from  which  thousands  of  men 
with  faces  and  clothing  blackened  with  dirt 
pour  each  afternoon.  Many  stone-sheds  and 
quarries  from  which  pour  thousands  of  men 
with  faces  and  clothing  whitened  with  stone- 
dust.  A  very  scattered  population  of  many 
nationalities.  A  continuous  political  squabble 
and  a  lack  of  civic  pride.  A  general  atmo- 
sphere of  deadness. 

"1917." 


Santa's  Secret 


Sh —  I've  got  out  of  bed  just  a  minute 

To  tell  you — I'll  whisper  it  low — 
The  stockings  I've  hung  by  the  fire 

Are  for  me — not  mamma,  you  know, 
For  mine  are  so  awfully  little 

Dear  Santa  Claus,  don't  you  see  t 
And  I  want,  O !  so  many  playthings 

They  won't  hold  enough  for  me. 


So  I  want  you  to  surely  remember 

And  fill  them  as  full  as  you  can ; 
'Cause  I  haven't  been  very  naughty, 

And — you're  such  a  nice  kind  man ! 
I'd  like  a  live  doll,  if  you  please,  sir, 

That  can  talk  and  call  me  "mamma" 
Not  one  that  is  full  of  old  sawdust, 

As  all  my  other  dolls  are. 

Frederic  S.  Gibb,  1919. 


Christmas 

When  the  flakes  begin  to  fly, 
When  the  wind  goes  sweeping  by, 
Going  through  the  coats  and  sides, 
That's  the  time  that  Santa  rides. 

When  the  frost  begins  to  bite, 

Biting,  biting  toes  at  night, 

Also  biting  them  by  day, 

That's  the  time  you  hear  his  sleigh. 

That's  the  time  to  play  and  feast, 
That's  the  time  you  work  the  least, 
It's  then  the  Christmas  bells  are  rung, 
And  Christmas  carols  then  are  sung. 

Herbert  F.  Fitton,  1920. 
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SCHOOL  NEWS 


DEBATING  CLUB 


A  meeting  was  held  Wednesday  evening, 
November  8,  in  Room  13.  The  question  for 
debate  was :  Resolved,  that  the  United  States 
government  should  own  and  operate  all  the 
coal  mines  in  the  United  States  and  its  posses- 
sions, now  owned  by  private  parties.  The  de- 
baters were:  (affirmative),  Jenkins,  Rasmus- 
sen,  and  Marr;  (negative),  Keyes,  Richmond, 
and  Baker.  The  decision  of  the  judges  was  in 
favor  of  the  affirmative.  Mr.  Lundin  then 
gave  the  members  advice  in  their  debating  and 
conduct.  The  question  chosen  for  December 
6  is :  Resolved,  that  the  present  electoral  sys- 
tem be  abolished  and  presidents  be  elected  by 
direct  vote.  The  debaters  for  December  6  are  : 
(affirmative),  Bailey,  Mullen,  and  Gesmer; 
(negative),  Cummings,  Newcomb,  and  Dim- 
mick  ;  reader,  Keyes.  The  following  new  mem- 
bers were  admitted  : — Carlson,  R.  Ewertz, 
George,  Nicholson,  Taylor,  and  Weymouth. 
Readings  were  given  by  Bowen. 

A  meeting  was  held  Wednesday,  November 
22,  in  Room  13.  The  question  for  debate  was : 
Resolved,  that  an  embargo  should  be  placed  on 
the  exportation  of  food-stuffs  to  Europe  until 
prices  resume  and  keep  their  normal  level.  The 
debaters  were:  (affirmative),  Blake  and  Bow- 
en;  (negative),  Markham  and  Diamond.  The 
judges,  Messrs.  Fuller,  H.  Nixon,  and  Keyes, 
were  unanimously  in  favor  of  the  negative. 
The  question  for  December  20  is :  Resolved, 
that  the  United  States  should  own  and  operate 
the  telegraph  and  telephone  systems.  The 
appointments  for  December  20  are:  (affirma- 
tive), Peterson,  Mahoney,  and  T.  Nixon; 
(negative),  H.  Nixon,  Higgins,  and  George; 
reader,  Johnson.  Mahoney  gave  readings,  and 
Bowen  and  H.  Nixon  endeavored  to  sing. 


follows: — Miss  Turner,  Miss  Campbell,  Miss 
Pyyny,  Miss  Lawry,  Miss  Dahlquist,  Miss  Wil- 
son, Miss  Derry,  Miss  McCabe,  Miss  Jones, 
Miss  Tobin,  Miss  Tyler,  Miss  Buzzell,  Miss 
Kerr,  Miss  Orr,  Miss  Irvine,  Miss  Jackson, 
Miss  Bussing,  Miss  Phillips,  Miss  Finn,  Miss 
Drake,  Miss  Ruth  Murphy,  Miss  R.  O.  Mur- 
phy, Miss  Craig,  Miss  Olson,  Miss  Maloney, 
Miss  Robertson,  Miss  Laing,  Miss  Rogers, 
Miss  MacMahon,  Miss  Ladd,  Miss  Hobson, 
Miss  Howrula,  Miss  Luke,  Miss  Du  Temple. 


SCHOOL 


MUSIC 


The  members  of  the  Girls'  Glee  Club  are  as 


The  school  met  in  the  Hall,  Monday,  No- 
vember 13.  Mr.  Collins  spoke  of  the  fact  that 
some  of  our  pupils  have  been  using  the  Public 
Library  as  a  meeting  place  on  Sunday  after- 
noons and  urged  the  school  to  show  more  con- 
sideration in  the  future.  He  also  stated  that 
when  the  term's  marks  came  out  there  would 
be  many  who  would  regret  their  failure  to 
study  and  advised  them  to  be  more  diligent  in 
the  next  three  terms. 

At  the  meeting  on  Monday,  November  20, 
Mr.  Collins  announced  "The  Touchdown"  for 
the  following  Friday  evening  and  suggested 
that  all  attend  the  play,  not  only  for  the  pleas- 
ure to  be  derived,  but  also  to  help  support  our 
athletic  teams  to  which  the  proceeds  go.  He 
also  commended  the  gentlemanly  behaviour  of 
the  foot-ball  squad  which  received  complimen- 
tary tickets  to  the  Kincaide  Theatre  last  Fri- 
day evening.  A  short  talk  on  personal  cleanli- 
ness was  given.  The  meeting  was  interrupted 
by  the  fire-alarm.  The  school  then  returned 
to  the  Hall  to  be  dismissed. 

The  school  met  in  the  Hall  October  9,  the 
second  period,  to  listen  to  an  interesting  lecture 
on  "Shoes"  by  Mr.  Hall  of  the  United  Shoe 
Machinery  Co.  He  explained  the  evolution  of 
the  shoe  and  gave  many  interesting  facts 
about  the  industry.  The  lecture  was  illus- 
trated by  our  lantern. 
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The  girls  assembled  in  the  Hall,  the  second 
period,  November  15,  to  listen  to  a  talk  on 
"Lace-making,"  by  Miss  Edith  Randall.  Sam- 
ples of  foreign-made  lace  were  shown. 

The  school  thanks  the  management  of  the 
Kincaide  Theatre  for  its  generosity  in  giving 
complimentary  tickets  to  the  foot-ball  squad, 
for  Friday  evening,  November  17. 

Hurrah  for  the  Thanksgiving  dinner  given 
at  the  lunch-counter,  Wednesday,  November 
29,  all  for  five  cents,  including  decorations. 
Here's  hoping  our  folks  can  cook  as  good  a 
one  to-morrow. 

The  office  announces  that  the  following  are 
on  the  honor  list  for  the  first  quarter : 

1916 
Hilton  Marr 

1917 
Hildegarde     Ducey,    Russell     C.    Johnson, 
Henry  Peterson,  Priscilla  White. 


Ein  Gedanke  Fuer  Das  Neujahr 


Baue  ein  kleines  Gehege  des  Glaubens 

Um  den  heutigen  Tag  herum  ; 
Fiille  die  Frist  mit  liebendem  Werke, 

Und  halte  dich  da  herum. 
Und  zwischen  die  schiitzenden  Balken, 

Die  f olgenden  Tage  auch  schaue ; 
Und  nimm  dir  alles,  was  da  kommt 

An  Freude  oder  Trauer. 

Evelyn  Frances  Luke. 


In  Amante  Memoria  Caesaris 


Improvements  on  Latin 
I 
Caesar  magnum  caput  habebat 
Internum  simile  plumbei  erat. 

II 
Caesar  cepit  suum  "Vadum," 
Ubi  ivit  ad  Bibractum. 

IIL 
Omnes  nostrum  amant  "se," 
Sed  studere,  bona  nocte ! 

By  F.  M.  H.  and  A.  M.  D. 


1918 
Anna  Irvine,  Esther  Jackson,  Alma  Lawry, 
Marjorie    Leach,    Ruth    F.    Murphy,    Aubrey 
Nicholson,  Royal  Weymouth. 

1919 
Harriot  Barbour,  Marian  Carter,  Margaret 
Griffin,  Ruth  McGrath,  John  Preti. 

1-920 

John  Chandler,  Dorothy  Cole,  Arthur  East- 
man, Herbert  Fitton,  Edgar  Horton,  Marion 
Horton,  Lois  Kemp,  Arline  Roberts,  Elmer 
Rogers. 

1918 

In  sympathy  for  its  president,  David 
Gesmer,  the  class  met  in  the  Hall  after  school, 
November  20,  to  vote  that  a  letter  of  con- 
dolence be  sent  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Gesmer,  who 
mourn  the  death  of  a  small  child. 

Hugh  Nixon,  Nezvs  Editor. 


Ein  Deutsches  Weihnachtsfest 


In  einer  deutschen  Familie  schmiickt  der 
alteste  Sohn  den  Weihnachtsbaum.  Um  den 
Baum  herum  baut  man  oft  eine  kleine  Ab- 
bildung,  die  die  Stadt  Bethlehem  vorstellen 
soil.  Das  Weihnachtsfest  fangt  in  Deutsch- 
land  immer  am  Weihnachtsabend  an.  Die 
Kinder  versammeln  sich  gewohnlich  in  einem 
Nebenzimmer,  und  warten  da  bis  sie  zu  dem 
geschmiickten  Baume  hereingerufen  werdem 
Jedes  Kind  tragt  dann  etwas  Neugelerntes  vor, 
seinem  Vater  zu  Ehre.  Zum  Beispiel,  ein  Kind 
spielt  ein  neues  Klavierstiick  vor,  ein  anderes 
ein  Solo  auf  der  Geige,  ein  drittes  erzahlt  die 
biblische  Geschichte  der  ersten  Weihnachten, 
dann  singen  alle  mehrere  Weihnachtslieder. 
Der  Esstisch  ist  mit  den  Geschenken,  Zucker- 
werk  und  Friichten  aufgebaut.  Geschenke 
gibt  man  nur  den  Mitgliedern  der  Familie,  und 
die  amerikanische  Mode,  Strtimpfe  aufhangen 
zum  Empfang  der  Geschenke,  kennt  man  in 
Deutschland  nicht.  Der  geschmiickte  Weih- 
nachtsbaum wird  gewohnlich  bis  zum  Neujahr- 
stag  aufbewahrt.  Gretchen  C.  Horst. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES 


In  former  years  the  Alumni  Association  has 
contributed  articles  to  this  column  of  the 
Golden-Rod.  The  editor  will  be  glad  to  re- 
ceive any  Alumni  contributions. 

Andrew  Deane,  '14,  is  a  "soph"  at  Tech- 
nology. 

Pauline  Brogan,  '15,  is  taking  the  Secretarial 
Course  at  Burdett  College. 

Mary  Casey,  '15,  is  a  sophomore  at  Simmons 
College. 

Alice  Parmenter,  '15,  is  a  second  year  stu- 
dent at  Burdett  College. 

In  the  November  edition  of  the  Golden-Rod, 
the  name  of  Miss  Edith  Cairns,  '16,  was  omit- 
ted among  the  names  of  those  who  entered 
Bridgewater  Normal  School. 

Mary  Flaherty,  '16,  is  at  Burdett  College. 

Ebba  Holteen,  '16,  is  at  Sargent's  Physical 
Training  School. 

Agnes  Mullen,  '16,  is  at  present  attending 
Burdett  College. 

Pauline  Randall,  '16,  is  taking  the  Secreta- 
rial Course  at  Burdett  College. 

Elizabeth  Reed,  '16,  is  a  freshman  at  Sim- 
mons College. 

George  Schools,  '16,  is  taking  the  evening 
course  at  Boston  University. 

Ethel  Vaughn,  '16,  is  attending  the  Bryant 
and  Stratton  Business  School. 

Anna  Campbell,  '16.  is  a  student  at  Wey- 
mouth High. 

Baxter  Barron,  '17,  is  now  attending  Somer- 
ville  High  School. 


Margaret  Bruton,  '17,  is  attending  the  Mas- 
sachusetts Trade  School  for  Girls. 

Ruth  Price,  '15,  is  a  stenographer  at  the 
Massachusetts  Mutual  Automobile  Insurance 
Company. 

Harold  Burgess,  '16,  is  employed  as  a  meter 
reader  for  the  Boston  Consolidated  Gas  Com- 
pany. 

Arthur  Daly,  '16,  is  now  working  at  Hall's 
Foundry,  Wollaston. 

Hollis  Johnson,  '16,  is  working  for  the 
Transcript. 

Margaret  Lane,  '16,  is  employed  by  the  New 
England  Telephone  and  Telegraph  Company. 

Clarence  Ralph,  '16,  has  a  position  with  the 
Ralph  Coal  Company. 

Russell  Sanborn,  '16,  is  working  in  the  office 
of  the  Edison  Electric  Light  Company. 

Elizabeth  Say  ward,  '16,  has  a  position  at 
Sue  Rice's  Studio. 

Robert  Shand,  '16,  is  working  at  the  Ledger 
Office. 

Grace  Spargo,  '16,  is  working  in  the  Claim 
Department  of  the  New  York,  New  Haven  and 
Hartford  Railroad  Co. 

Sarah  Leet,  '17,  is  employed  by  the  New 
England  Telephone  and  Telegraph  Company. 

Ethel  Morse,  '18,  has  moved  to  Somerville. 

The  editor  will  be  glad  to  rectify  any  mis- 
takes in  the  above  statements. 

Mildred  M.  Diack,  Alumni  Editor. 


Old  School  Days  Punishment 


Old  Master  Brown  slammed  his  ruler  down, 

And  his  face  was  angry  and  red. 

"Go,  sit  down  there,  Timothy  Frair, 

Along  with  the  girls,"  he  said. 

And  Timothy  Frair  with  mortified  air, 

With  his  head  sunk  on  his  breast, 


Took  his  penitent  seat  with  the  maiden  sweet 

That  he  loved,  of  all,  the  best. 

And  Timothy  Frair  seemed  whining  there, 

But  the  rogue  only  made  believe ; 

For  he  peeped  at  the  girl  with  the  beautiful 

curl. 
And  admired  her  over  his  sleeve. 

Gunnar  Carlson,  1917. 
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The  following  exchanges  have  been  re- 
ceived since  the  last  issue  of  the  Golden-Rod. 
We  hope  the  column  will  continue  to  increase. 

The  Industrial  School  Magazine — Golden, 
Col. 

The  Marion  High  School  Survey — Marion, 
Ind. 

The  Brezvstcr — Wolfeboro,  N.  H. 

The  P.  I.  H.  S.  Flyer—  Presqtte  Isle,  Me. 

The  Record — Smith  Academy,  St.  Louis, 
Mo. 

Lascll  Leaves — Auburndale,  Mass. 

The  Polytechnic — Troy,  N.  Y. 

The  Gleaner — Pawtucket,  R.  I. 

The  Jabberwock — Girls'  Latin  School,  Bos- 
ton, Mass. 

The  High  School  Herald — Westfield,  Mass. 

The  Clarion — West  Hartford,  Conn. 

The  Clarion — Everett,  Mass. 

The  Peace-Pipe — Fairview,  Oklahoma. 

The  Dragon — St.  George's  School,  New- 
port, R.  I. 

COMMENTS 

The  Clarion,  West  Hartford,  Conn. — The 
headings  of  the  departments  are  excellent. 
You  certainly  have  a  great  many  "ads." 

The  Record. — It  would  improve  your  paper 
to  have  the  editorials  at  the  beginning. 

The  High  School  Herald. — The  same  criti- 
cism for  you  as  for  The  Clarion.  You  certain- 
ly keep  "tabs"  on  your  alumni. 

The  Dragon. — Your  paper  is  very  interest- 
ing, but  where  is  your  joke  column? 

WHAT  OTHERS  SAY  OF  US 

The  Golden-Rod. — Your  "Freshman  Num- 
ber" contains  a  fine  group  of  stories.     In  fact 


every  department  is  well  conducted,  but  we 
think  a  table  of  contents  would  be  an  addition 
to  your  paper. — The  Tattler,  Nashua,  N.  H. 

Owing  to  the  great  demand  for  copies  of  the 
November  issue  of  the  Golden-Rod,  there 
were  no  copies  to  send  to  our  exchanges.  We 
are  very  sorry  that  this  occurred,  but  trust  that 
the  schools  will  understand. 

Anna  Cremins,  Exchange  Editor. 


One  On  Helen 

Bella — "I  wonder  who  was  the  first  woman 
to  get  her  gowns  from  Paris." 

Stella— "Helen  of  Troy,  no  doubt."— Ex. 

Sunday  School  Teacher — "And  the  father 
of  the  prodigal  son  fell  on  his  neck,  and  wept. 
Now,  why  did  he  weep?" 

Tommy  Tuffnut — "Huh  !  I  guess  you'd  weep 
too,  if  you  fell  on  your  neck." — Ex. 

"Mother,  how  much  are  eggs  worth?" 
"About  five  cents,  my  dear." 
"Well,  can  I  have  five  cents  if  I  go  without 
an  egg  for  breakfast  ?" — Ex. 

Alas,  Too  True! 

First  Voyager  (on  rather  rough  trip)  :  "Ah, 
isn't  the  salt  air  bracing?" 

Second  Ditto— "Yes,  it  calls  forth  the  best 
that  is  in  you." — Ex. 

Senior — "When  I  graduate  I  will  step  into 
a  positon  at  $20,000  per." 
Soph.— "Per  what?" 
Senior — "Perhaps." — Ex. 
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QUINCY  14,  MILTON  0 


November  3,  1916.  Quincy  defeated  Milton 
at  Cunningham  Field  in  a  slow  game.  Our 
team  did  not  show  the  same  form  as  in  the 
Wellesley  game  and  lost  several  chances  to 
score.  Milton  gained  repeatedly  by  the  use  of 
mass  plays  through  tackle.  The  first  score  was 
made  in  the  second  period,  when  LeCain  went 
through  the  line  for  a  touchdown.  Jenkins 
made  the  second  score  on  an  end  around  play ; 
Mullen  kicked  two  goals.  The  game  was  well 
attended  by  loyal  rooters. 


QUINCY  6,  BROCKTON  0 


November  10,  1916.  Quincy  defeated  Brock- 
ton, her  old  rival,  at  the  Oval  in  the  season's 
most  important  game,  thereby  avenging  last 
year's  crushing  defeat.  The  teams  were  very 
evenly  matched,  but  Quincy  showed  more 
"punch."  Both  teams  were  strong  on  the  of- 
fense, but  Brockton's  passes  from  center  were 
poor  at  times.  The  only  score  was  made  in  the 
second  period,  when  H.  O'Brien  worked  his 
way  through  the  line  and  ran  30  yards  for  a 
touchdown.  In  the  same  period  Walker  re- 
covered a  fumble  and  crossed  the  line,  but  the 
score  was  not  allowed  because  of  holding  in 
the  Quincy  line.  During  the  remainder  of  the 
game  the  teams  see-sawed  back  and  forth, 
neither  side  being  able  to  score.  Brockton 
gained  consistently  by  the  use  of  a  tackle 
around  play.    In  the  last  period  Van  Ryper  of 


Brockton  intercepted  a  forward  pass  and  was 
well  on  his  way  to  a  touchdown  when  downed 
by  Higgins. 

Jenkins  and  the  whole  backfield  performed 
brilliantly  for  Quincy;  Capt.  Mclntyre  and 
Rodenbush  excelled  for  Brockton. 

The  summary : 

Quincy  Brockton 

Walker,  le re,  Sherley 

Higgins,  It rt,  Mclntyre 

Winslow,  Lakin,  lg rg,  Walsh 

Fostello,  c c,  LeCain 

McNamara,  rg lg,  Corbett,  McMennamin 

Peterson,  rt It,  Peterson 

Jenkins,  re le,  Lyons 

LeCain,  qb qb,  Mahar 

H.  O'Brien,  Nixon,  lhb rhb,  Jocoy 

Beaton,  Gilliat,  rhb, 

lhb,  Rodenbush,  Van  Ryper 
Mullen,  fb fb,  Rowan 

Score :  Quincy  6.  Touchdown,  O'Brien.  Um- 
pire, Smith  of  Tufts.  Referee,  O'Laughlin. 
Head  linesman,  Briley.  Time,  four  10m.  peri- 
ods. 


OUINCY  44,  EAST  BOSTON  0 


November  17,  1916.  Quincy  overwhelmed 
East  Boston  in  the  last  game  of  the  season  at 
the  Oval.  The  visitors  started  off  in  fine  shape, 
but  couldn't  keep  it  up.  After  Quincy  got 
started,  East  Boston  was  unable  to  make  any 
firm  resistance  and  the  game  developed  into  a 
one-sided  battle.     Many  long  gains  were  con- 
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tributed  by  Quincy's  backfield ;  H.  O'Brien, 
Jenkins,  and  Nixon  each  made  runs  of  50  and 
60  yards.  Every  member  on  the  squad  was 
given  a  chance  to  play  in  the  game. 


TRACK 


Boys  of  Quincy  High,  where  is  your  school 
spirit?  If  you  are  a  normal  boy,  running 
won't  hurt  you  at  all.  We  haven't  half  enough 
of  you  fellows  out  this  year.  Where  are  you? 
Last  year  we  had  a  successful  track  team,  and 
it  was  all  through  the  effort  and  time  which 
Mr.  Thomson  was  willing  to  give  to  those  who 
were  interested.  He  has  that  same  interest 
this  year,  and  it's  up  to  you  fellows  to  do  your 
part.  Last  year  we  went  to  Brockton  and  de- 
feated their  team ;  this  year  they're  coming  to 
Quincy  and  we  won't  be  able  to  defeat  them 
unless  we  all  get  together,  respond  to  the  call, 
and  incidentally  keep  up  in  our  studies.  If 
you're  not  a  good  runner  now,  come  out  and 
train  awhile  and  you  will  soon  see  the  effects ; 
a  little  training  will  never  hurt  anybody.  We 
expect  to  start  the  indoor  season  soon,  and  we 
want  a  good  midget  team  besides  the  big  team. 
Arouse  your  school  spirit,  co-operate  with  Mr. 
Thomson,  and  help  make  this  a  banner  year  in 
the  history  of  track  in  Quincy  High. 

Russel  Sears,  Capt. 


ATHLETIC  NOTES 


This  year's  football  team  was  one  of  the 
best  that  ever  represented  Quincy  High.  The 
squad  showed  the  proper  spirit  as  the  results 
show  and  developed  rapidly  under  the  capable 
direction  of  Coaches  Mansur  and  French.  But 
one  game  was  lost,  and  a  total  of  172  points 
was  rolled  up  against  our  opponents'  19. 

Jenkins  at  right  end  played  a  brilliant  game 
throughout  the  season  and  figured  prominently 
in  end  around  plays  and  in  forward  passes. 

Walker  played  a  strong,  aggressive  game  at 


left  tackle  and  end,  particularly  on  the  de- 
fensive. 

Higgins  showed  good  form  at  left  tackle 
and  put  his  best  efforts  into  his  playing  all  the 
time ;  Peterson  played  at  right  tackle  through- 
out the  season. 

Capt.  McNamara,  Winslow,  and  Lakin, 
towers  of  strength  at  guard,  opened  many 
holes  for  the  backs  and  played  excellently  on 
the  defensive. 

Fostello  at  center  was  in  a  class  by  himself. 
His  passing  was  faultless,  and  his  work  both 
on  the  offensive  and  defensive  was  of  the  gilt- 
edged  variety. 

LeCain  at  quarter  showed  excellent  judg- 
ment, ran  back  punts  well,  and  injected  the 
right  spirit  into  the  team. 

Beaton  and  Mullen  at  full  picked  their  holes 
with  great  facility,  formed  splendid  interfer- 
ence, and  backed  up  the  line  well.  Beaton 
showed  his  grit  on  several  occasions. 

Nixon,  Gilliat,  and  H.  O'Brien  at  half-back 
performed  brilliantly,  especially  on  end  runs 
and  making  interference  for  their  mates. 
O'Brien  showed  wonderful  ability  in  broken 
field  running. 

The  athletic  committee  awarded  first  team 
Q's  to  the  following:  Capt.  McNamara,  Jen- 
kins, Higgins,  Fostello,  Lakin,  LeCain,  Beaton, 
Mullen,  Nixon,  H.  O'Brien,  Peterson,  Gilliat, 
and  Manager  Bailey. 

The  following  were  awarded  second  team 
Q's:  Knight,  Hedges,  McGerigle,  L.  O'Brien, 
Wentworth,  Ross,  Hart,  Reynolds,  Treacy, 
Palmer,  Hughes,  P.  Higgins,  Maloney,  Morris, 
Waite,  and  T.  Nixon. 

Fostello  has  been  elected  captain  of  the  1917 
football  team. 

The  athletic  committe  has  adopted  the  fol- 
lowing rule  as  a  basis  for  awarding  football 
Q's  in  the  future  :  "Football  Q's  may  be  award- 
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ed  to  those  players  who  have  played  in  the 
Brockton  game ;  but  no  player  who  has  not 
been  eligible  to  play  in  two-thirds  of  the  other 
games  of  the  schedule  may  be  awarded  a  Q." 

Hfnry  Peterson,  Athletic  Editor. 


Quincy  High  School, 

Nov.  29,  1916. 
To  the  Fellozv  Students  in  Quincy  High: 

Fellows,  what  do  you  think  about  the  pro- 
posed dropping  of  baseball  and  basketball  in 
Quincy  High?  It  is  planned  to  substitute 
track  work  for  baseball  and  hockey  for  basket- 
ball. Let  us  discuss  the  first  part.  It  is  said 
that.  Quincy  High's  baseball  teams  have  never 
been  successful.  On  looking  back  we  admit 
that  this  is  true,  but  then  we  can't  always  be 
victorious.  It  is  argued  that  track  will  give 
more  opportunity  to  a  larger  proportion  of  stu- 
dents. But  do  a  large  number  of  students  pre- 
fer track  work  to  baseball?  Would  the  stu- 
dent body  support  track  the  same  as  they  sup- 
port baseball  ?    Moreover,  would  Quincy  High 


be  any  more  successful  in  track  than  she  has 
been  in  baseball?  But  anyway,  fellows,  think 
of  dropping  the  national  game  of  America,  the 
game  that  has  more  enthusiastic  followers  than 
any  other  branch  of  athletics  in  existence ! 

As  for  the  second  plan,  hockey  is  an  outdoor 
sport  and  depends  upon  weather  conditions. 
As  a  result  of  this  a  hockey  team  may  find  it- 
self unable  to  complete  a  schedule.  This 
would  cause  great  disappointment,  not  only 
among  the  students,  but  among  the  players 
who  would  have  practised  daily  without  a 
chance  of  proving  their  abilities.  On  the  other 
hand,  basketball  is  an  indoor  sport  and  the  pos- 
sibilities of  not  playing  are  less  likely.  Besides, 
basketball  is  the  only  branch  of  athletics  in  our 
high  school  which  supports  itself  financially. 
Because  of  these  circumstances  we  can  see 
why  hockey  can  never  acquire  the  popularity 
that  basketball  has  in  our  high  school. 

Fellows,  do  you  think  this  plan  would  prove 
successful  in  our  high  school? 

R.  C.  Johnson,  '17. 


Romantic  young  lady  spending  the  summer 
on  a  farm — "Just  hear  those  old  trees  moan 
and  groan  in  the  storm,  like  the  crying  of  a 
lost  soul !" 

Small  Boy — "Well,  I  guess  you'd  make  a 
racket  yourself,  if  you  was  full  of  apples  as 
they  are  !" — Ex. 


A.  F.  Baker — Say,  Keyes,  have  you  any  bad 
habits  that  you  are  unable  to  cure? 
C.  S.  Keyes — Yes,  one. 
A.  F.  Baker— What  is  it? 
C.  S.  Keyes — Voting  for  Bryan. 


Mr.  Thomson  (to  "Art"  Lincoln  who  is 
building  a  boat) — Lincoln,  what  are  you  going 
to  christen  your  boat  with  ? 

"Art"  Lincoln — With  a  bottle  of  grape- 
fruit. 


Mr.  Roache — Who  is  the  present  chief 
justice? 

McFague — White. 

Mr.  Roache — What  is  your  authority? 

McFague  (indifferently)— Oh,  I  have  lots 
of  friends. 


H.  Peterson — Hey,  "Jenks,"  have  you 
gained  any  weight  ? 

P.  O.  Jenkins — Yep. 

H.  Peterson — How  much  ? 

P.  O.  Jenkins  (who  is  dreaming) — Two 
inches. 


Mr.  Roache  (summarizing  Washington's 
administration) — What  else  did  Washington 
do? 

From  Johnson's  locality — Grew  old. 
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JOKES 
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Reed,  '18 — Mr.  Paulson,  which  travels  the 
faster,  heat  or  cold? 
Mr.  Paulson — Heat. 
Reed — I  thought  so.    You  can  catch  cold. 

Heard  in  a  Very  Heated  Argument 
Mahoney — Say,  Kendall,  do  you  know  it  is 
better  to  be  alone  than  in  bad  company? 
"Bill"  Kendall— Yes :  goodbye. 

Miss  O'Neill — If  a  visitor  were  here  and 
heard  me  asking  for  your  test  marks,  he  would 
think  I  was  taking  your  ages. 

Mr.  Aschenbach  (to  Miss  Hobson  who  is 
whispering) — Thank  you  for  the  assistance, 
Miss  Hobson. 

Miss  Hobson — I  was  not  assisting  anyone ! 

Mr.  Aschenbach — No,  you  were  assisting 
me. 

Would  it  not  be  wonderful  if- — 

Beaton  became  a  minister. 

Jenkins  became  president. 

Weymouth  broke  the  20  years'  peace  com- 
pact and  spoke  to  someone. 

Peterson  chewed  gum. 
.    Desmond  became  a  "movie"  hero. 


Bailey  (giving  sentence) — The  boy  and  girl 
went  for  a  walk. 

Miss  Dawes — That  shows  where  your  mind 
is. 

Richmond  (in  a  debate) — Several  noted 
men  agree  with  me  on  that  subject. 

Note :  Richmond  is  president  of  the  Iron 
Sponge  Trust. 

Notice! 
The   Locker-room  quartet  can  be  hired  to 
sing  for  special  occasions.  Funerals  a  specialty. 
Apply  to  L.  Beaton,  leader. 

Miss  Dawes — Class,  what  geometrical  rule 
does  Mahoney  refuse  to  believe? 

"Reggie"  Faulkner — A  straight  line  is  the 
shortest  distance  between  two  points. 

Note — Mahoney  has  to  walk  all  around  the 
room  before  finding  his  seat. 

Miss  Dawes — Barham,  why  did  they  only 
give  you  three  names  instead  of  fourteen? 

Barham — I  don't  know. 

Miss  Dawes — Does  anybody  know? 

Newcomb — They  saved  the  rest  for  the 
others. 
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Harry  Diamond — Is  love  an  adventure ?  Miss    Thayer — What    was    peculiar    about 

Miss  Dawes — Try  it  and  see.  Silas  Marner? 

"Harry" — I  thought  it  is  a  disease.  "Soph" — He  was  engaged  to  a  girl. 

To  T.  R.  Higgins :  In  Room  21 

May  every  hair  on  your  head  be  a  shining  Miss  Turner  (translating  gene  'pari'  enfant 

light  towards  your  success.  qui  lui  etranglait  le  cou). 

Here   is  hoping  you   do  not  become   bald-  Awkward  as  a  child  who  has  had  his  neck 

headed.  strangled ! 


Room  3 — What   race  predominated   in  the  Miss  Seymour — What    is    a    more    specific 

South?  term  of  the  word  "savage"? 

'17 — A — the  human  race.  P.  Innis — Winslow. 

Lovers'  lane  has  nothing  on  the  second  floor  Miss  Dawes — What  is  the  half  oval  you  talk 

corridor  at  1.15  P.  M.  about,  Diamond? 

Diamond,  '17 — I  mean  an  arc. 
"Freshie"  (reading) — He  got  the  egg  shake 
on  him  (ague  shake).  Miss  Dawes: — Jenkins,  what  is  the  name  of 

the  first  of  the  principal  parts  of  a  verb? 
Miss     Seymour — Mr.     Winslow,     put     the         Jenkins   (waking  up)  : — Positive! 
words  "teach"  and  "learn"  in  one  sentence.  Who  were  you  dreaming  of,  "Jenks"? 

"Mutt" — You  can  teach,  but  I  can't  learn. 

In  Room  23  (discussing  such  sayings  as  "red 
L.  Beaton   (to  "Jimmie"  LeCain) — Say,  is     tape"). 
Hough's  Neck  a  disease  or  a  city.  Miss  Dawes— Yellow  peril-u-er-Higgins. 

Miss  Dawes— From  what  field  does  the  met-  M.  Waterman  (in  French  )— II  1  prit  l'enfant 

aphor  "He  is  a  nut"  come  ?  a  son  cou.    He  seized  the  child  by  the  neck. 

Reggie  Faulkner — Squirrel  food. 

A  Play  In  One  Act. 

A     Senior's     version     of     the     expression  Scene  On  Train  From  Beverly, 

"mailed  fist" — A  pair  of  boxing  gloves  sent  by  Time — 6.30  P.  M. 

parcel  post.  Hero — H.  Peterson. 

Other  Actors — Q.  H.  S.  Football  Team. 

H.  Peterson  says  he  goes  to  bed  at  sunset  The  Happy  Crowd  (calling  to  Henry)  : — 
and  arises  at  sunrise.  What  is  the  idea,  Speech,  speech,  come  on,  Henry.  Thassa-a- 
"Pete"?    To  make  the  hair  grow?  boy — 

Henry  (stands  up  and  clears  his  throat)  : — 

"Tom"  Maloney    (in  English) — Jacob  saw     "Er-the-er-ahem  —  The     water     was     Luke- 
angels    ascending    from    and    descending    to     warm." 
heaven. 

Mr.    Roache     (talking    about    old    govern- 

Miss  Zeller — Class,  what  do  you  know  about     ment)  : — Why,  even  a  big  city  like  Quincy  did 
adjectives?      Somebody   that   does   not   know     not  have  a  representative, 
raise  the  hand.  From  Faulkner's  corner : — You  don't  mean 

Note :  Rasmussen  raised  his  hand.  Quincy ;  vou  mean  Braintree. 
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Miss    Hunter    (getting   the   attendance): —         Miss    Dawes: — Tell    me    about   the    "seven 
All  who  are  absent,  please  answer  when  I  call     league  boots" — er — Collins, 
your  name.  Collins  (looks  at  his  shoes)  : — No,  mine  are 

only  size  eight. 
Miss   Dawes : — Keep  your   pockets   out  of 
your  hands,  boys.  Miss  Hunter: — What  mistake  did  Pericles 

make  ? 
Bailey   (in  English)  :— He    lived    until    he         "Fat"  Nichols,  '18:— He  died, 
died. 

Russ   Williams    (translating   Virgil)  : — We 
Miss  Thayer   (to  "Red"  Higgins,  after  re-     see  a  herd  of  goats  wandering  without  a  shep- 
hearsal)  : — Higgins,  you  are  much  better  than     herd. 
I  thought  you  would  be.  Miss  O'Neill : — You  often  see  that. 

"Red"  Higgins  : — Same  to  you.  Note  :  For  example,  we  say  the  three  M's  : — 

Maloney,  McNamara,  Maloney. 


Miss  Dawes    (talking  about   "seven  league  R       " 

boots")  : — Who  else  has  a  wonderful  pair  of 
shoes  ? 

Lakin : — Peterson. 


In  Room  24. 


Dear  Editor: — Can  you  tell  me  if  clamming 
is  fishing  or  farming? 

Answer : — We  suggest  that  you  ask  James 
LeCain.  He  is  noted  for  his  authority  on  that 
subject. 


(Miss  Luke  recites  a  Latin  sentence.) 

H.  Marr  : — I  cannot  understand  her.  [Remember,  every  knock  is  a  boost.] 

Miss  O'Neill :— You  cannot  understand  her?  William  E.  Mullen,  Joke  Editor. 

I   notice   many   people   are   trying   to   do   that 

At  the  Lunch  Counter. 

Mr.   Roache:— What   do   I   mean   by   man-  Innocent  Fresh.— "Please,  sir,  my  cocoa  is 

hood  suffrage?  cold. 

Peterson  :— The  right  for  women  to  vote.  Soph.    Hash-Slinger— "Well,    then,    put   on 

your  hat." 

Ex. 
Nixon    (talking   about   the   book   "Arabian  

Nights")  : — Do  we  have  to  read  everv  Night? 

is  v  „  „;„;„*  Teacher — "Didn't  I  tell  you  to  prepare  your 

Keves : — i  es,  every  night.  ■  j  f    tr        j 

history  lesson?     Here  you  are  unable  to  re- 
peat a  word  of  it." 
Miss     Cochrane     (talking    about     Caesar's         Student— "I  didn't  think  it  was  necessary, 
army)  :— What    did    the    Romans    cross    the     l've  always  heard  that  history  repeats  itself." 
Rhine  on?  Ex. 

Robinson,  '18: — WTater  wings.  

Senior — "Say,  you  want  to  keep  your  eyes 
Bailey,  '17   (who  is  giving  a  lecture  to  his     open  around  here  today,  Fresh." 
English  class)  : — I  thought  that  I  was  to  ad-         Fresh. — "WThy?" 

dress   a   youthful   audience,    but    (looking   at  Senior — "  'Cause  you'd  look  like  a  nut  if 

Peterson  and  Ewertz)    I  notice  a  few  white     you  kept  them  closed." 
hairs  here  and  there.  Ex. 
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He — "I  am  sure  Cupid  had  nothing  to  do  Ted — "Why  don't  the  Germans  use  C  in- 

with  our  wonderful  language."  stead  of  K  in  writing  Kaiser?" 

She — "Why?"  Fred — "Because  the  English  rule  the   seas 

He — "Because   if   he   had,   he    would   have  (C's)."                                                             Ex. 

put  'U'  and  T  closer  together."                 Ex.  

Don't  find  fault  with  the  girl  who  is  dead 

Senior — "What   would  you  call  the   Czar's  in  love — it  is  her  own  funeral.                   Ex. 

children?"  

Freshman — "Czardines  !     I  suppose."  Old  Lady — "Little  boy,  your  mouth  is  open." 

Ex.  Little  Boy — "I  know,  I  opened  it."      Ex. 
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STUDENTS 

WHEN  LOOKING  FOR 

HOLIDAY   FOOTWEAR 

VISIT 

ELYVELD' 

4  MAPLE  ST.,  QUINCY 


S 


OUT  OF  THE  HIGH  RENT  DISTRICT 


JOHNSON'S 

City  Flower  Store 

1361   Hancock  Street 

Has  the  Largest  Assortment  of 

CUT  FLOWERS 

Flowers  Arranged  for  All  Occasions 

Tel.  Con. 

BUY  REAL  ESTATE 

FROM 


INSURANCE 

1416    Hancock  Street,    Quincy 


Telephone  Your  Appointment 
Today 

Sue  Rice  Studios 

Quincy  565- W 

1522  Hancock  Street 
Kincaide  Block 

"Your   friends   can  buy   anything  you 
can  give  them  except  your  photograph." 

You  Don't  Press  a  Button  Any  More 
But  We  Still  Do  the  Rest 

Expert  workmen,  modern  methods, 
improved  equipment  and  tested  chem- 
icals insure  results. 

Let  us  finish  what  your  Kodak  be- 
gan. 

A.  R.  MACKAY  &  CO. 

Newsdealers 

Cor.  Hancock  St.  and  Billings  Rd. 

NORFOLK  DOWNS 
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BUY  SHOES  NOW 

Tremendous  Advances  in  Shoe  Prices  are  Coming  ! 
Whatever  the  Prices  May  Be.  OUR  PRICES  WILL 
ALWAYS  BE  THE  LOWEST  !     Quincy  Agency  for 

WALjV-O  V    E  IV  AND    WOMEN 

LA    FRANCE    Shoes    for    Women 

GROUND  GRIPPERS 

FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN 

GRANITE    SHOE   STORE 


Patronize  the  GOLDEN-ROD  and  our  advertisers 


Ruggles  Real  Estate  Co. 

Farms 

City  Property 

Shore  Property 

19  Temple  Street,  Quincy 

Telephones 
Office  93  Residence  652-M 


Compliments   of 


BROWN  CROWELL 


QUINCY   ADAMS 


WILLIAM     TAYLOR 

ALL  THAT  IS  BEAUTIFUL  AND 
DISTINCTIVE    IN     PORTRAITS 

Studio  at   1507  Hancock  St.,  Quincy 


RALPH 

COAL  COMPANY 

33  WESTON  AVENUE 
WOLLASTON 

TEL.  QUINCY  839-W 


The  Dutch  Food  Shop 

Is  still  with  you,  and  remember  the  good 
things   which  can    be   procured   there. 

Cakes,  Doughnuts,  Pies 
Cookies,  Jellies,  Etc. 


BEALE  ST. 


Phone   592 


Bring  Your  Old  Suit  to  Us 

We  Will  Make  It  Look  Like  New 

Suits  Steam  or  Dry  Cleansed  and  Pressed  $1.00 

Suits    Pressed     50c 

Ladies  Suits   Steam   or  Dry  Cleansed $1.75 

Ladies     Suits     Pressed 75c 

QUINCY  TAILORING  CO. 

DAVID  KOTOCH,  Prop. 

1619  Hancock  St.,  near  School  St.,  Quincy,  Mass. 


PIANO 


TUNING 


Specialist  on  all  piano  troubles 
Boston  office  10  BromlieldSt. 
Telephone  in  residence. 

13  years  of  factory  experience  <nd  tuning  instructor  in  Boston 
Conservatory  of  Music.  Recommendations  from  manufacturers, 
dealers,  teachers,  colleges  and  the  musical  profession.  Refers 
to  his  many  patrons,  among  whom  are  Ex-Gov.  Bracked,  Hon. 
Samu'l  W.  McCall,  J.  J.  Martin,  Pres.  Exchange  Trust  Co.,  E. 
Harold  Crosby,  Boston  Post's  Dramatic  Editor  and  Critic, 
Ex-Mayor  Campbell  of  Quincy.  City  Clerk  Crane.  Mrs. 
John  O.  Holden,  Mrs.  W.  H.  Forbes  of  Milton.  Messrs. 
John  Buchanan.  G.  A.  Tripp.  L.  D.  Gurney,  and  many 
other  Quincy  and  Wollaston  people. 

Orders  can  be  left  in  Wollaston  at  either  of  Brook's  drug 
stores;  in  Atlantic  at  Brook's  drug  store;  in  Quincy  at 
Carlson's  periodical  store,  near  depot ;  in  Norfolk  Downs  at 
Mackay's  drug  store. 

FXANK  A.LOCKE 


YOU  WANT  THIS 

You  want  to  look  your  best  at  all 
times. 

We  want  to  offer  you  clothes  clean- 
ing, pressing  and  repairing  service 
that   is    second   to   none. 

Service  that  means  lengthening  the 
life  of  your  apparel. 

THIS  SERVICE  IS  FOR  YOU 

Harry,  The  Tailor 

1466  Hancock  St. 
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The  National 

Mount   Wollaston 

Bank 


Walsh  Drug  Co. 

THREE  STORES 
We  carry  the  largest  lines  of 

Toilet  Jlrticles 

Camera  Supplies 

in  Norfolk  County 

Prescriptions  are  Our  Specialty 

Try  our  telephone  service.     We  will  call  for  and  return  pre- 
scriptions to  your  home.     Call  nearest  store. 


Select  Your  Edison  Diamond    Disc   Pho- 
nograph or  Columbia  Grafonola  Now 
For  Christmas 

C.  C.  Harvey  Pianos  and  Players 

Edison's  and  Columbia's 

BAHR  PIANO  MUSIC  COMPANY 

1500  Hancock  Street,  Quincy 

Opp.  Kincaide's  Furniture  Store 


Dry  and  Fancy  Goods 
Art  Goods 

G.  C.  GORHAM 

301   Newport  Avenue 
WOLLASTON,    -    MASS. 


To  the  Quincy  High  School  in  general  and  to  the  Class  of  1917  in  particular 

(greeting  ! 

We  want  you  to  know  that  we  take  a  personal  interest  in  you  and  a  special  pride 
in  your  achievements.  We  also  wish  you  to  know  that  we  deem  it  a  privilege  to  num- 
ber you  among  our  patrons. 

And  you  know  the  higher  your  mark  in  your  studies  and  athletics  the  more  honor 
you  reflect  upon  your  school  and  faculty,  and  the  prouder  they  are  of  you.  So  it  is 
our  aim  to  attain  the  highest  mark  in  your  esteem  as  to  our  Workmanship  and 
Service,  that  you  may  be  able  to  say  with  pride — I  get  my  Hair  Cut  at  Sam  Shellman's, 
1617  Hancock  Street. 

Thanking  you  for  your  favor  of  the  Past,  and  hoping  to  merit  your  further  patron- 
age and  respect, 

Yours, 
SAM  SHELLMAN,  HYGIENIC  BARBER  SHOP. 


HATS  CLEANED 


TAN  SHOES  DYED 


WOLLASTON  SHOE  HOSPITAL 
AND  BOOTBLACK  PARLOR 

By  our  new  machinery  we  are  now  able  to 
do  any  work  in  the  quickest  possible  time. 

Cigars,  Cigarettes,  and  All  Polishes 

THEO.   DUSOPOL 
300  Newport  Ave.  Wollaston,  Mass. 


Compliments    of 

The  Wollaston  Bowling  Alleys 

Norris  Block,  Wollaston 
Alleys  Reserved  Afternoon  and  Evening 


J 
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THE 
QUINCY  DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Complete  line  of  Students* 
and    Teachers'    Furnishings 

1435-1437  Hancock  St. 
Quincy,  Mass. 

MACULLAR  PARKER 
COMPANY 

Give  Special  Attention  to  Clothing  Boys 
and  Young  Men  for  School  and  College. 
Garments  in  Latest  Styles  and  Fabrics. 

Made  in  Workshops  on  the  premises. 

FULL  LINE  OF  FURNISHING  GOODS. 

STETSON  HATS. 

400  Washington  St.         Boston,  Mass. 

BECKFORD  &  LYNCH 

Electrical  Engineers  and  Contractors 

Electric  Wiring  and  Fitting  for 
Incandescent  and  Arc  Lighting 

Motors,  etc.,  etc.                Speaking  Tnbes 
3  SAVILLE  STREET,  QUINCY,  Maw. 

Connected  by  Telephone 
Bus.  290-3                                Res.  459-2 

Kthtot'a  ^igfyt  Sartor  g>t}op 

Is  a  Place  for  Dutch  Cuts  and 
All  Kinds  of  Barber  Work 

OSCAR  MINOT 

WOLLASTON 

20  Years  Established 

J.  G.  Johnston  Company 

Incorporated 

Manufacturing  3zmtlztB 

Class  Pins  and  Rings       Medals  and  Cups 

Sudbury  Building              79  Sudbury  St. 
Boston,  Mass. 

Phone  3291  Hay. 

Special  Models  in  Misses'  Corsets  designed 

to  give  correct  natural  support  to 

the  growing  girl 

The  Corset  Shop 

Miss  Sarah  E.  Dunphy 

No.  8  Maple  Street,  Quincy,  Mass. 

THE  PHOTOGRAPHER'S  SLOGAN 

"Your  friends  can  buy  anything  you  can  give  them,  except  your  photo- 
graph."   This  is  very  true ;  but,  your  friends  expect  to  see  a  true  likeness, 
and  of  course  you  are  desirous  of  sending  a  good  looking  photograph.    You 
can  be  sure  of  sending  photographs  that  shows  you  to  the  best  advantage,  if 
you  have  them  made  at  the  right  place.    That  place  is 

PIERCE'S  STUDIO,  in  the  ADAMS'  BUILDING 

PHONE  QUINCY  2247-M 

IJJour  Cbrietmae  Sbopping 

Should  Begin  and  End  Here 

THERE  ARE  AS  MANY  REASONS  WHY 
AS  THERE  ARE  GIFTS  TO  BUY 

D.  E.  WADSWORTH  «&  CO. 


CHARLES  C.  HEARN 

We  carry  the  largest  line  of  high 
grade  candies  in  the  city.   Try  us  and 


see. 


QUINCY  SQUARE 


GEO.   W.  JOHNSON  THOS.  J.  KAVANAUGH 
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Printers  and  L,inotypens 


Commercial,  Society,  Club,  Mercantile, 

Book  and  Pamphlet  Printing 


Nothing  But  the  BEST  at  the  Most  Reasonable  Prices 


12  CENTRE  PLACE,  NEWTON,  MASS. 

TEL.  NEWTON  NORTH  77 
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